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FROM THE PRESIDENT'S DESK  

 

ɈWhen a culture vanishes, humanity is the loser.ɉ  

ɂ Rohinton Mistry, Family Matters 

 

And that is why we hold on to our culture so dearly here in Milonee. I came to this country in 

1995 and joined Milonee committee that same year. It still had the essence of a large family.  

Milonee was created way before that by a small group of Bengalis as a platform to practice and 

promote Bengali traditions, customs and culture.  We have evolved and grown since then.  

This year we started with Saraswati Puja. We had an outstanding attendance from the community. 

With the help of our younger generation we organized a coat drive and donated the warm clothes to 

the Denver Rescue Mission.  This was a baby step in giving back to the larger community of Colorado.  

We revived our summer cultural event ɄSrabon shandhyaɅ (held on July 25
th

 2015) where we had a 

fantastic Rabindra Sangeet / Folk performance by Iman Chakraborty along with local performances. 

We invited the Bangladesh community in our summer event and they participated with much 

enthusiasm.  

I am sure the community members noticed that the Milonee website went through a complete 

makeover and has a brand new look-n-feel!  

In celebrating Durga puja so far away from home we try to bring a slice of Bengal to you during our 2 

day celebrations here in Colorado.  We have been successful since the last few years to bring famous 

artists from Kolkata who have entertained us immensely. We are proud to present the famous Bangla 

Band Bhoomi along with Lakhan Das Baul and Kinjal Chattapadhyay during Durga Puja this year.  I 

hope you will enjoy their performance and make it a very successful event.  We will also celebrate 

Lakshmi Puja on the 31
st
 of October this year.  

 

Maya Angelou, my favorite poet said:  

 Ɉϥt is time for parents to teach young people early on that in diversity there is beauty and there is 

strength.ɉ 

 

I am happy to see that in addition to parents , Milonee instills a strong sense of Bengali culture, builds 

a sense of responsibility and fosters kinship among our next generation. They learn to respect diversity 

and are proud of their heritage, their roots.    The shifting sands of time through which we live will 

shape our kids. For them Milonee is the platform where the marriage happens between the Occident 

and the Orient.  They participate in the Durga Pujo cultural program, play basketball, volunteer at our 

events and develop a lifetime bond amongst themselves. Cultural influences cannot be measured; they 

can only be seen through the traces they leave behind. You will see this in their thoughts in the 

magazine this year. The cover page of our magazine has been done by our very own Josh 

Moulick.  Josh has given back to us such a beautiful gift. Some of our kids have left the state to pursue 

education elsewhere but I think they take a part of Milonee with them in wherever they go. They will 

reflect on their upbringing, their ties to Milonee in music, arts, culture and their belief in the confluence 

of east and west.   

  

On a personal note during this one year tenure I have suffered a personal loss. My mother left for her 

final abode in May. I am still going through the grieving process but I could not have been functional 

without the support of the community members.  They have helped me tremendously to accept this 

loss and carry on with my duties at work, home and for Milon ee.  This is the beauty of having a 

community like Milonee. We have a home away from home where you can share your happiness and 

sorrows with fellow community members.  

http://www.google.ch/url?url=http://cliparts.co/tattoo-border-designs&rct=j&frm=1&q=&esrc=s&sa=U&ved=0CBoQwW4wAWoVChMIprv_kbiSyAIVy10aCh3pRwFK&usg=AFQjCNHJgj46jYeqwNuxpKh9fx9pVwLA8A
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I have been very lucky to have a wonderful and talented team of Committee members.  Every team 

member worked tirelessly to make each event successful.  They took ownership and pride and worked 

with a lot of enthusiasm.  

I feel honored and humbled to have served as a president of this esteemed organization.  I have learnt 

a lot and have grown as an individual.  Memories were created during this one year that I will go back 

to.  The help and support that the community provided to our team has been overwhelming.  On 

behalf of the committee I would like to thank each one of the donors who contrib uted so generously 

towards the Milonee fund. I would like to thank the previous committee for extending their support to 

us at every step of the way.  If I have succeeded as a president the credit goes to the entire team. The 

failure is mine and I take responsibility for that.  

As I am ready to pass on the baton to the next President I wish Milonee success in the coming years. I 

dream that one day Milonee will be compared with the coastal pujas like Kallol and Prabashi. My hope 

is that the love and care with which Milonee was created will be continued not just next year but in the 

coming years as well. We will all be there to support Milonee and witness the growth of this 

outstanding community.  

Sharod Subhecha to all!  

 

Thanking you.  

Sraboni Basu  

Presiden t ɀ Milonee Executive Committee 2015   

Colorado, US  

   

In 1790, 12 friends in Guptipara Hoogly, 
first organized a community puja.Baro in 
Bengali means 12 & yaar means friends.So 
baroyari means 12 friends. Note: the puja 
they organized was Jagadhatri Puja ð 
Jagadhatri is another form of Durga & this 
puja is celebrated in Bengal one week after 
Diwali. 

w 

~

u

http://www.google.ch/url?url=http://cliparts.co/tattoo-border-designs&rct=j&frm=1&q=&esrc=s&sa=U&ved=0CBoQwW4wAWoVChMIprv_kbiSyAIVy10aCh3pRwFK&usg=AFQjCNHJgj46jYeqwNuxpKh9fx9pVwLA8A
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COLORS OF CHANGE by Anuradha Kamath Gangopadhyay  

 

 

  

 

 

Have you ever watched an autumn leaf? 

Slowly float, twirl, and rest upon the welcoming earth below? 

And wondered what its life was like before the fall? 

 

A fresh new green bud sprouting with hopes 

Of never-to-be-forgotten memories 

To a blossoming leaf thriving in glory 

In the long sunny playful summer days 

Shading and comforting those in need 

Resisting not the change that is inevitable 

But, accepting transformatio n as the key to unlocking 

The treasures of a new world. 

 

For it is only with a new lens we can see 

A more beautiful tomorrow  

The golden earthen hues 

Of yellows, oranges, and reds 

Signify our richness of being alive 

Experiencing feelings, love, and affection 

Emotions of joy, sadness, pain, and peace 

All inherent in what we call Life 

All yet fleeting and never permanent! 

 

Oh to have a fall as graceful, satisfying and fulfilling 

As those beautiful leaves 

Of a life well lived, cherished, appreciated, and loved 

For it is only when we fall 

We can pick ourselves up again 

To new beginnings! 
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Time  by Obin Basu  

I was staring at my lava lamp when it happened. My bedside table started shaking, and the 

shaking gradually built up. It eventu ally felt like a mini earthquake was happening in my room. I 

jumped out of my bed, startled and afraid. Then, a small hole appeared in my room.  

 ɈNo it-it canɅt be!ɉ ϥ said. Earlier that day in science, we were learning about black holes . This 

looked exact ly like the ones we were looking at that day. I felt a vacuuming motion so I tried to 

run away to the other side of the room. But I was too late, and the hole sucked me in.   

I seemed to be floating in some weird museum gallery in another dimension. I looke d around 

and saw many videos playing. As ϥ looked closer, ϥ realized they were videos ofɎ. me! They were 

moments from my past. As unreal and crazy as it sounds, ϥɅm pretty sure ϥ was time traveling. At 

a random moment, I turned and walked into a moment fro m my past.   

I landed in my front lawn with a grunt. There were a lot of cars parked in the driveway and down 

the road. I realized some event must be happening. There seemed to be a lot of noise coming 

from the backyard, so I opened the gate and walked in. There were a lot of small children 

running around and a lot of adults too. I looked at a huge sign taped on the top of my porch and 

froze. The sign read: Happy 3rd Birthday Obin! I realized that if I found my younger self, I would 

break the most important rule of time traveling. Meeting my younger self could rupture the 

current time line. I realized that time was not something you messed with. I turned to run, but I 

was greeted by a small child with a very familiar looking face.  

ɈWhy are you leaving my birthday party Mr.?ɉ ϥ realized ϥ was talking to now three year old me.   

ɈUm. ϥ forgot your present! Be back in a flash kiddo!ɉ 

ɈOk. But donɅt miss the cake. ϥ heard itɅs going to  be really good.ɉ I do remember really good cake 

that year. I nodded and left. I found the black hole that somehow no one noticed. I felt the 

vacuuming mo tion again and stepped back in.  

I awoke and jumped out of my bed, realizing it was a dream. Though it was not real, I felt that 

destiny was sending me a message. Time is precious and we have so little of it on this Earth. I 

advise any one reading this to go live your life to the fullest. Because before you know it, itɅll be 

over.  
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The Robot  by Rajarshi Bose 

I hate homework more than anything!  

ϥtɅs so boring and it doesnɅt teach you anything other than science, history or math. ϥtɅs also a 

huge waste of trees and papers. Once the teacher grades it, she just gives it to you and, you 

most likely throw it away.  My dad is a bio engineer that means he makes machines related to 

biology, li ke robots and artificial organs. One day I got fed up  with all this homework coming 

home and I thought of a plan 

that could change everything, 

the homework machine.  

If you insert an unfinished 

homework or essay,  it will come 

out 100% correct and finished. 

So that night when everyone in 

the house was asleep, I 

sneaked down to the 

basement and I started 

snatching boards , plugs, wires, 

screws,  nails, and everything 

else I need for my 

revolutionizing contraption.  

But then I thought my 

invention should be a r obot 

that can think and move and 

should still be able to finish my 

homework. Now that I had 

everything I scrambled up to 

my room and started building 

my robot, by dawn I finished all 

the pro graming. And so every 

night I r eturned to the robot 

until I finall y finished.  

ϥ put 7 batteries in him and his blue eyes slid open and his TV on him displayed ɈRobotɉ. ϥ waited 

for a minute and finally he said:  

ɈHello Friend Ɉ. ϥ thought about my writing essay ϥ brought home today and asked him if he can 

finish this fo r me. I put it on a tray which went into his body. There was whizzing and whirring for 

a few seconds. But in no time it flew out of his body and was perfectly finished and was written 

in beautiful cursive. This was the best day of my life. But I knew he co uld do more things than 

that. ϥ asked him if he could play the movie Ʉϥnside Outɉ, and a projector slid out of his head and 

the movie started playing. He could make a variety of foods from hotdogs to roasted duck. Robo 

loved soccer even though all he did w as hover over the grass.  

But the best part was that my parents didnɅt even know about him, and his capabilities.  
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¶ Wishes do come true! ---JUST HAVE TO WISH HARDER! 

 

¶ Opportunity knocks twice!ɁONCE TO SAY ɈHELLOɉ and SECOND TϥME TO SAY GOODBYE! 

 

¶ Every cloud has a silver liningɁONLY SOMETIMES WE NEED GLASSES TO SEE IT! 

 

¶ When a door closes, a window surely opens---SOMETIMES YOU NEED A LADDER TO REACH IT! 

 

¶ Every interaction is an opportunity to learnɁTHAT IS IF WE ARE INTERESTED IN IMPROVING 

AND NOT PROVING AND BLAMING! 

 

¶ Look before you leap: think before you speak! STOP BEFORE YOU OVEREACT! 

 

¶ Life is shortɁspend it with people who bring out the BEST in youɁhowever sometimes you 

have no choice in the matter! 

 

¶ Happiness is in the heartɁLET IT BLOOM! 

 

¶ Prayers do get answeredɁhowever ɈHEɉ DOES ϥT ϥN HϥS OWN TϥME! 

 

¶ Life is like a flute, full of holes and emptinessɁbut if you work on it, it can play beautiful 

melodiesɁONLY IF YOU ARE AROUND PEOPLE WHO APPRECIATE! 

 

¶ A pot must find a lid that fitsɁso it is with a man and woman!  

  

He helped me with everything for 3 years. But one day I was getting some milk from the fridge 

when suddenly slipped on a tennis ball and I po ured milk all over Robo. Sparks started zapping 

out of him and battery fluid started leaking from his mouth. The last thing he said on his TV was 

H.W. then the TV exploded and set fire to all the cabinets in the kitchen, I was glad my parents 

werenɅt home;  it took me only 5 minutes to stop the fire though.  I wondered what H.W. was as I 

sadly cleaned the  robot Ʌs mess. I got on my computer and searched up H.W. and I found a file, I 

clicked on It and I saw a boy about my age and he said even though his robot form was 

destroyed, he will always be in this computer, but the moment you think he is gone, he will 

slowly fade  away. But I never forgot about my friend because I knew he will always be with me 

where ever I could be . 

 

  WISE-CRACKS by Mita Mukherjee  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



  

 

 

10 

ȀȆǺȄ̇ -  ǖȅǵǸɝȄǰ ǧʆǸ˭ͫ 

 

ș) ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǸȄȑȆȋǱ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳȅǳ ǢȄǩ ǢǼǱ Ǒ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳǼ ǸǼ ǻǣǵ ǗȋǼǢǬȄ ȅǵǢȄ ǢȋǼ Ǳǣǵ ǗȅǷǩȄ 

ȅǳǼ ǸȋȓȀ Țȝ ǸǨǼ Ǡ ț ʨ ǸȄˌȄǑ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳǼ Ǹȑ ȭǨȋǽ ǬȄ ȭǢ ȀǸɝȅǾ́ ȄǼ Ӊȋǽ ǶȄǭȄǱǑ ԋԚǼȋǸǽȄǼ 
ǣȄǸȄǼ ǬȄ ǠǣȄȋǵǘ ȁȋȓ ȭǻǱǑ ȅǢӫǸǨǼ ǸȄȋǳ ȭǨȋǽʨǼ șȚ ǸǨǼ ǸȋȓȋȀ ǻǣǵ ȅǸȅȑ ȭǣȋǱ ȅǾȋǣȋǨ ȁǬȄִ 
ǞǢȅǳǵ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ ȭǢ Ǹǽǽ ȭǺǳǵȄԚȋǼ ǻȄȋǸ ǥǼȄȅǺǼ ǢȄȋǩǑ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ'Ǽ ȭǢȄȋǵȄ ȅǵȋǿǴ ǸȄ ǖȅǹǾȄǶ ǢȄȋǩ 

ǽȄȋǤ ȅǵǑ ǢȄǽ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ Ǽ ǚȋǭȄȋǵ Ǹȑ ȭǨȋǽǬȄǼ ȅǨ̏ȅǹ̏ ǾǼȆǼ ȭǾȄȓȄȋǵȄ ȅǨǽǑ ȁȄǱ ,ǶȄ ȅǢӫ ȭǵǘǑ 

ǢȋȓǢǬȄ ȭǽȄǢ ǞȋȀ ǻǣǵ ǷȋǬȄ ԅǽȅǨǽ, ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ Ǽ ǺȄǲȄ ǬȄ ǸȄǓǾ ǞǼ  ӝǓʨȋǱ ȭȁǽȄȋǵȄ ȅǨǽǑ ǞǢ 

ǶȄʨɝǼ ǳȄǳȄ ǞȋȀ Ǹǽǽ ȭǨȋǽǬȄ ǵȄȅǢ ȭǸȄǺȄ ǸȄǵȄǱǑ ǗȋǼǢ ǶȄʨɝǼ ǳȄǳȄ ǞȋȀ Ǹǽǽ ȭǢǚ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢǼȋǽ ȭǻǵ 
Ǹȋǽ ǸȄȅǩ ǢȄǼǣȄǵȄȓ ǢȄǩ ǢǼǱ ȭǨȋǽǬȄǑ ȝȘȘ ǬȄ ǬȄǢȄ ȭǳȋǸ ǞǠ ǸǽǽǑ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳǼ ǺȄǲȄǬȄ ӝǓʨȋǱǘ 
ȭȁǽȄȋǵȄ ȅǨǽǑ 

 

Ț) ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬȋǵǼ ǸȄȑȆ ȅǤȋǩɝǼ ǶȄǾ ȅǳȋȓ ȭǻ ȭǺȄǼȄȋǺǼ ǼȄ͚Ȅ ǱȄ ȭȀȄǩȄ ǧȋǽ ȭǤȋǨ ǶȄȁȄȋȑǼ ȅǳȋǢ 

ǱȄǼǘ ȭǾǿ ʙȄȋ̇Ǒ ϖȄǺȆ ǼȋǵǼ ǞǢǬȄ ǣȄǺȄǼ ǗȋǨ Ǒ ȅǢӫ ǵȄ ȁȋǽǠ ʙȄȓ ȚȘ ǬȄ Ǥξ,șȜ ǬȄ ǺǱǵ ςȋȓȄǼ 

ȅǨǽǑ ǤǱ ǾȆȋǱ ,ǞǢǬȄ ςȋȓȄǼ ǖȅǸȅϩ ǺȄǼȄ ȭǤȋǨǑ ǞȋǽǵȄ ǗǼ ȅǮǚǢ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬȋǵ Ǽ ԋǘ ȭǨȋǽ 

ȭǺȋȓǑ ǞȋǽǵȄ ǸȑǑ ȅǮǚǢ ȭǨȄǬǑ ȭǣǽȄԎǽȄȓ Ț ǹȄǘ ȭǸȄǵ ǘ ȭǸǾ ǹȄȋǽȄ ȅǨǽǑ Ӊǽ ǞǼ ȅʙȅ̑ǶȄǽ 
ǩȄȅǵȋȓȋǨǵ ͔ȄǚǬ ϜǺ ǞǼ Ț ǩǵ ȭǽȄǢ ǵȄȅǢ ȅǮǚǢ ȭǢ ͟Ǭ ǢȋǼȋǨǑ ǠǼȄ ȅǮǚǢ ǞǼ ȀȄȋǲ ǢǲȄ ǸȋǽȋǨǑ 
Ӊǽ ǞǼ ǶȄǭ ȭǾǿ ǢǼȄǼ ǶȋǼǘ Ț ǩǵ ȭǽȄǢ ǧȋǽ ϛȄȋǽȄ ȅǮǚǢȋǢ ȅǵȋȓǑ ֗ǺϡȀȄǤȋǼ ǵȄȅǢ ȭǢȄǵ ǞǢ 
ǩȄȁȄȋǩ ȅǮǚǢ ǲȄǢȋǸǑ ǢȄǽ ȅǮǚǢ ǞǼ ǢȅǷǵ ȭǾȄȓȄȋǵȄ ȅǨǽ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬȋǵ Ǽ ǸȄȑȆǼ ǶȄȋǾǼ ȅǤȋǩɝ ǬȄȓǑ 
ȁȄǱ ,ǶȄ ȅǢӫǘ ȭǵǘǑ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬȋǵǼ ǺȄǲȄǬȄ ȅǤȋǩɝǼ ǳǼǩȄȓ ȭȁǽȄȋǵȄ ȅǨǽǑ ȀǼǢȄǼȆ ԋǘ ǖȅǷȀȄǼ ǩȆǸǵ 

ǸȆǺȄǼ ǖǲɝ ȅǵȋȓ ȅǢӫ Ǹǽǽ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬǵ ȭǢǑ ȅǢӫ ǢȄǤȋǩ Ȁǘ Ǡ ǢǼȋǱ ǸǽǽǑ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬȋǵǼ 
ǺȄǲȄǬȄ ǱǣǵǠ ȅǤȋǩɝǼ ǳǼǩȄȓ ȭȁǽȄȋǵȄ ȅǨǽǑ  

 

ț) ǸȅǼǾȄǽ ǬȄǚǵ Ǟ Ӝ  ͍ ʙȄȀȄǳ ǳȄǼ ǸȄǸȄ,ǺȄ ȭǢ ǻǣǵ ǣȄǵ ȭȀǵȄǼȄ ԚʹȋǼ ǤǽȄ ǩȋǽ ǳȄǓȑ ǢȅǼȋȓ ͼȅǽ 

ǢȋǼ ǺȄȋǼ Ǳǣǵ ȭǹȄȋǼǼ ǗȋǽȄ ʪǢ ǢȋǼ ȭǷȄȋǬ ȅǵǑ Ȝ ǸǨȋǼǼ ʙȀȄǳ ǳȄ Ǽ ǞǬȄ Ǻȋǵ ȅǨǽ ǢȄǼǰ ȅǳǵ ςξ 
ȁǠȓȄǼ Ǡǘ ǗȋǽȄȋǱǠ ǸȄǓǾ ǸȄǤȄȋǵǼ ȭǹǱǼ ȅǳȋȓ ϤȄǶȄǼǬȄ ͟  ͊ ȭǳǣȄ ǻȄȓ Ǒ ʙȄȀȄǳ ǳȄǼ ʙȅǱȋǸǾȆ Ǘ  ֓
ǧȄǧȄ ʙȄȀȄǳ ǳȄ ȭǢ ֟ȅǢȋȓ ȭǳȋǾǼ ǸȄȑȆȋǱ ǶȄʪȋȓ ȅǳȋȓȅǨǽǑ ʙȀȄǳ ǳȄ ǶȄȅǽȋȓ ǘȅ̃ȓȄȋǱ ǗȋȀ ȅǵ ǖȅǸȅϩǑ 
ǯȄǢȄ ǘǚȅǵǹȄȅȀɝʨ ȭǲȋǢ ǶǳȄǲɝȅǸϠȄȓ ǺȄ͗ȄȀɝ ǢȋǼ ȁȄǘ Ӊǽ ǞǼ ǺȄ͗ȄǼ ȁȓǑ Ǘ  ֓ ǧȄǧȄǼ ǢȄȋǨ ǻǣǵ ȀǼǢȄǼ 
ǣǸǼ ǶȄʪȋȓȅǨǽ ʙȄȀȄǳ ǳȄǼ ȁȄǱ ǗǼ ǤǽȄȋǢ ǢȄǼȄ ǧȄǶȄȅǱǼ ȭǢȄȋǶ ǗǽȄǳȄ ǢȋǼȋǨ ,Ǳǣǵ Ǘ  ֓ ǧȄǧȄǼ ǨȄȅǵ 

ǶǼȄ ȭǧȄȋǣ ǶȄȅǵ ǞȋȀȅǨǽ ȅǢǵȄ ǩȄǵȄ ǻȄȓ ȅǵǑ ȭǥȄǽȄȋǬ ȭǧȄȋǣ Ǘ  ֓ ǧȄǧȄ ςԎ ǩȄνȇǼȄ ǤȄǨǬȄǼ ȅǳȋǢ 
ǱȄȅǢȋȓȅǨǽǑ ǾȆǱǢȄǽ ȅǨǽǑ Ǘ  ֓ ǧȄǧȄǼ ǤȄȋȓ ǞǢǬȄ ԚǼȋǵȄ ǧȄǳǼ Ǡ ȅǨǽǑ 
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Ȝ)  Ǟǣǵ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ ǗǼ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬǵ ǶȄǾȄǶȄȅǾ ǲȄȋǢǑ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬǵ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ ȭǢ ңǬ ȭǢǢ 

ǢǼȄ ȭǾǣȄȓǑ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳ ǢȄǽ ȅǺȋȀȀ ǚǘȅǽǔǬǵ ȭǢ ǵԅǵ ͼȋȑǼ Ȁȋ̋Ǿ ǢȋǼ ǣȄǘȋȓȅǨǽǑ ǻ֨ɝ ǻǣǵ ǖ  ͚ ǻȄȓ 
Ț ǩȋǵ ǶȄǾȄǶȄȅǾ ȁȄȋǱ ȁȄǱ ǴȋǼ ǸȋȀ ǲȄȋǢǑ ǗȅǷǩȄ ȅǳǼ ǺȄǲȄǬȄ ӝǓʨȋǱ ȭȁǽȄȋǵȄ ǲȄȋǢ ǗǼ ȅǺȋȀȀ 
ǚǘȅǽǔǬǵ ǞǼ ǺȄǲȄ ȅǤȋǩɝǼ ǳǼǩȄȓǑ ǠȋǳǼ ǸȄȅȑǬȄǼ ǳȄǠǗȓ Ǘ  ֓ ǧȄǧȄ ǞǣȋǵȄ ǞǢǬȄ ǧȄǳǼ ǩȅȑȋȓ ȭǼȄǳ 
ȭǶȄȁȄȓǑ 

ȝ) ǗǺȄǼ ǸґǼ ȝ ǸǨȋǼǼ ǹȄȋʿ ǞǢǬȄ ǨȅǸ КȋǢȅǨǽǑȭǻǣȄȋǵ ǗǢȄǾǬȄ ȅǨǽ Ȁ֓ǩǑ ǩǽǬȄ ȅǨǽ ȭǸͼȅǵǑ 

ǗǼ ǞǢǬȄ ǽȄǽ ȭǽȄǢ ȁȄǱ ǶȄ ȅǧִ ǢȋǼ ȭȀǘ ǩȋǽ ȭǹȋȀ ǗȋǨǑ 

 

ǺȄԇǸ̋ǵȄ -Ǻȅ̋ǼȄ ǹȄԋȑȆ 

ǗȅǺ ǞǢӶ ǖ˻ȇǱǑ ȭȀǬȄ ǗȅǺ ǩȄȅǵǑ Ǘȋ ͚Ǘȋ ͚֓ ǪȋǱ ǶȄǼȅǨ ǗǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑǼ ȀǸȄǘ ǖ˻ȇǱǑ ǱȄȋǳǼ Ǻȋϡ ǺȄǼ ǢǲȄ ȀǸȄǼ 
ǗȋǤ ǸǽȄ ǚȅǧǱǑ ǖǸϩ ǞǬȄ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄǼ ǶȑȄ ǚȅǧǱ ȅǢǵȄ ǱȄ ǸǽȋǱ ǶȄǼȅǨ ǵȄǑ ǹȄȋǽȄ ǹȄȋǽȄ ͼǰͼȋǽȄ ǗȋǤ Ǹȋǽ ȭǵǠȓȄ 
ǳǼǢȄǼǑ ǺȄǼ ȀȄȅȁǱʅʙȆȅǱ ǖȀȄǴȄǼǰǑ ȭǱǺǵ ӗȅǱǑ ǞǣǵǠ ȭǷȄǵ ǢȋǼ ǺȄȋǢ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢȅǼ, « ǺȄ , ȭǢȄǵ ǖԑοǶȄ 

ȭǳǸȆ...?¬ ȭȀȀǸ ǚ˭Ǽ ǺȄǼ Ǣˤ ͛Ǒ ǸȄ;ǽȄ ȀȄȅȁȋǱʅǼ ʙȋ̈́Ǽ ȭʹȋʔ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄ ǗǺȄǼ ǢȄȋǨ © ͼͼǽ ȀȄǧɝª ǗǼ ȅǢ Ǒ 

ǞǨȄȑȄ ȭȀǽȄǘȋǱ ǖǵǸϠ Ǒ ȭȀȀǸ ֨ȅǧǢǺɝ ǗǺȄǼ ΜȄǼȄ ȁǽ ǵȄ Ǒ ǠǼǢǺ ȭȀ ̑ǖǷ ȅȁǚǺȄǼ-Ǡ ǗȅǺ ǶȄǘ ȅǵ Ǒ ǖǸϩ ǺȄ 
Ǟǘ ͼǰǬȄ ǺȋʺȄ ǢȋǼȋǨǵ ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ȅǳȋȓǘ Ǒ ǗȅǺ ǺȄǼ Ϥ  ̍ ǢǼȄǼ ϖǹȄȋǸǼ ǩϢ ǵȄǺ ȅǳȋȓȅǨ, © ϤˈǺȄªǑ 

 ǺȄǼ ǞǢǼǢȋǺǼ ȁȄȅȀ ǗȋǨ, ǖȋǵǢǬȄ ǻȄʔȄǼ ȅǹȋǽǵ ǬȄǘȋǶǼ, ȁȄ ȁȄ ȁȄ ȁȄ ǢǼȋǱ ǢǼȋǱ ȭȀǬȄ ǴȄȋǶ ǴȄȋǶ Ǡȋǭ Ǒ  

ȭǨȄȋǬȄȋǸǽȄȓ ǺȄǺȄǼǸȄȅȑǼ ȀȄǺȋǵǼ ǤȅǽȋǱ ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ȅǶѫ ȭǣǽȄ ǺȄȋǪ ǺȄȋǪ Ǹ ̎ȁȋȓ ȭǻǱ Ǡǘ ǗǠȓȄȋǩ Ǒ ǗǺȄǼ ȭǸȄȋǵǼ 
ǵȄȅǢ ȭǼ ?¬   

ǞȀǸ ǗȀȋǽ ֗ ȅǺǢȄǑ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄǼ ǩȆǸȋǵ ʑȄǘȅǹ; ȭǷȄȀɝ ȁȋ ˏȭǢȐԆȁǽǑǠǬȄǘ ǺȄȋǢ ǧȄȅǽȋȓ ȅǵȋȓ ǻȄȓǑ ʙȋǱʅȋǢǼ 

ǩȆǸȋǵǼ ǤȁǵǱǺ ȭǤȄǶǵ ǢǲȄ ȭǾȄǵȄǼ ǩϢ ǺȄ ǺȋǼ ǻȄǵǑ ȅǢβ ʙ̈́ͼȋǽȄ ȁȓ ӝǸ ȀȄǳȄ ȀȄǶǬȄ, « Ǟǘ ȭǱȄǼ ȭȀ ̋ǽȄǘǷ 

ǗȋǨ?¬ Ǟǘ ǼǢǺ ǗǼ ȅǢǑǗǺȄǼ ȭǸȄǵ ȅǸǸȄȅȁǱ, ǱȄȋǢ ʙ̈́ ǢȋǼ ǺȄ ȀǷǽ ȁȋȓȋǨǵǑǗǺȄǼ ȭʹȋʔ ǵȄǵȄǹȄȋǸ Ǟǘ ʙ ̈́

ǸϗǸȄǼ ǞȋȀȋǨǑǖǸϩ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄ ǚ˭ȋǼǼ ǖȋǶʹȄ ȭǻ ȅǸȋǾǿ ǢȋǼǵ, ǱȄ ǵȓǑǱȄǓǼ ȅǵǩϖ ǞǢǬȄ ȅǲȋȓȄȅǼ ȭǲȋǢ ǲȄȋǢ ǵȄǵȄ 

ȅǸǿȋȓǑ ȭȀǘȀǸ ȅǳȋȓ ǧȄȅǽȋȓ ǻȄǵǑ ǸȄȅȑǼ ȭǽȄȋǢȋǳǼ ǵȄǵȄ ǼǢǺ ʙ ̈́ǢȋǼ ȭǻ ǺȄ ́ Ȅ̇ ȁǵ ǱȄ ǵȓǑǶȄȋǾǼ ǸȄȅȑǼ ȭǽȄǢǩǵ, 

ǠǶȋǼǼ ǱǽȄǼ ȭǽȄǢǩǵ, ǠǘǼǢǺ Ϥ ͚ȁȄȁȄ ǢǼȄ ȅǸȋǸǢȄǵ̋Ǽ ȭǼȄȋǮǼ ǗȋǾ ǶȄȋǾǼ ǸȄȅȑǼ ȭǽȄǢǩǵ, ȀǢȋǽǼ ǩ-֛̐ ԅʅ-

ȅǸǸȄȁ- Ǘ˰ȁǱʅȄ- ǹǤǸȄǵ ǩȄȋǵǵ ǗǼ ǢȆ ǢȆ ǣǸǼ, ǞȀǸǘ ǺȄǼ ǩȄǵȄ ǗȋǨǑ 

ϤȄǶȄǼǬȄ ǢǱԌǼ ȭǻȋǱ ǶȄȋǼ, ȭȀǬȄ ǸǽȄǼ ǩϢǘ Ǟǘ ȭǽǣȄǬȄǑȅǸȋǸǢȄǵ̋ ǗǼ ȅǸǴȄǵ ȀǼȅǰǼ ȭǺȄȋȑǼ ʏʅȄȅǷǢ ԚȅǽǾȋǢ ǺȄ 

ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢȋǼȅǨȋǽǵ ǼȄ͚ȄǼ ǺȄȋǪ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ, « ǗˏȄ, ǞǱʹǰ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ ǗǶǵȄǼ ȁȄǱ-ǶȄ ϤǲȄ ǢȋǼ ǵȄ ?¬ ȭǺȄʹǺ 

ʙǑ̈́ ԚȅǽǾ ȅǵȋǺȋǿ ǱȄǼ ǢȄǩ ȭǷȋǽ ǺȄȋǢ ȭǸȄǪȄȋǱ ǲȄȋǢ, « ǗǼ ǸǽȋǸǵ ǵȄ ǺȄȀȆǺȄ, Ǟǘ ǸȄȋǱǼ ϤǲȄȓ...Ǒ 



  

 

 

12 

Ǘǩ ǗǶȅǵ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢǼȋǽǵ, ȅǢβ ȭǢǚ ȭǱȄ ȭǸȄȋǪ ǵȄ,  Ǟǘ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ...¬ , ȭȀȅǳǵ ȅǸȋǸǢȄǵ̋ ȭǼȄȋǮǼ 

ʏʅȄȅǷȋǢǼ ǢȆ ȁȄǽ ȁȋȓȅǨǽ ǱȄ ǸȄǼȄ̋Ȅ ȅǳȋȓ ȅǵȋǩǼ ȭǧȄȋǣ ȭǳȋǣȅǨǑ   

ʏʅȄȅǷǢ ԚȅǽȋǾǼ ϤǲȄ ȭǸǳǵȄ ȭǱȄ ǩȄǵȄ ȁǽǑ ǞǸȄǼ ǺȄ Ƕȑȋǽǵ ȅǹȅǣȅǼȋǳǼ ȅǵȋȓǑ ǞǢӶ ǶȄǤǽ ǺǱ ǾȄ ̇ǺϡǸȓȀȆ ǞǢ 
ȅǹǣȄȅǼǰȆ ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǶȄȑȄȓ ȭǥȄǼȄȋǷǼȄ ǢǼǱǑ ǺȄ ǗӜ  ͊ȁȋǽǵ ǢȄǼǰ ȭȀ ǶȓȀȄ ǬȓȀȄ ǧȄǘǱ ǵȄǑ ǢȄȋǼȄȋǢ Ǻȋǵ ǼȄǣȋǱǠ 

ǶȄǼǱ ǵȄǑ ǖȋǵǢǸȄǼ ԚǽȋǢǼ ȀȄȋǲ ǺȄ ǗǺȄǼ Ȁȋ ̍ȭȀǘ ȅǹǣȄȅǼǰȆǼ ǶȅǼǧȓ ǢȅǼȋȓ ȅǳȋȓȋǨǵ, Ǟǘ ȭǻ ǗǺȄǼ ȭǺȋȓ,  ȭȀ 

ǖǱʅ̇ ǹʖǱȄǼ Ȁȋ ̍ȅ͢Ǳ ȭȁȋȀ ǺȄǲȄ ȭǵȋȑȋǨ ʙȅǱǸȄǼǑ ǺȄ ǱȄȋǢ ȅǹȅǣȅǼȋǳǼ ȭʏǮ ȅȀȋʆǬ Ȁ ȋ̩Ǣɝ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢȋǼȋǨǵ,  

ȭǱȄǺȄǼ ǞǢ ǩȄȓǤȄȓ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ ǳȄǓȅȑȋȓ ȅǹȋʹ ǢǼȋǽ ȭǸȅǾ ǶȓȀȄ Ǡȋǭ, ǵȄ ӢȋǼ ӢȋǼ ȅǹȋʹ ǢǼȋǽ?Ǒ  

ȭȀǠ ǺȄȋǢ ǸȋǽȋǨ,  ӢȋǼ ӢȋǼ ȅǹȋʹ ǢǼȋǽ ȭǸȅǾ ǶȓȀȄ ǶȄǘ Ǒ  ǺȄǼ ʙ ,̈́  ȭǢȄǲȄȓ ǲȄǢ ǼȄȋʔ ?Ǒ 

 ǶȄǤȋǽǼ ǚ˭Ǽ,  ȅǵǼȄǶǳ ǤȅǽȋǱǑ   ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǶȄȑȄȓ ȅǵǼȄǶǳ ǵȄȋǺǼ ȭǢȄȋǵȄ Ǥȅǽ ǖǸϩ ȭǵǘǑ   

Ǟǘ ǖǸȅǴ Ȁȁʅ ǢǼȄ ǻȄȓǑ ȅǢβ ǺȄ ǖȋǵǢ ԌǼ ȭǤȋǨǵǑ  ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǶȄȑȄȓ ǼȄ͚Ȅȓ ֙ȅǤɝǼ ȭǳȄǢȄǵǬȄ ȭǻ ǚȋǭ ȭǤȋǨ, ǱȄǼ ǢȄǼǰ 

ǺȄ ȅǢǵȄ ǗȅǺ ǩȄȅǵ ǵȄ, ǖǸϩ ȭǥȄǼ Ȁȋ̋ȁ ǗȋǨ ǗǺȄǼ ȭǻ ǺȄ Ǟ ǩϢ ǳȄȓȆǑ ֙ȅǤɝ ȅǢǵȋǱ ȅǤȋȓ ǺȄ ȭǳȄǢȄǵǳȄǼʨȋǢ 

ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢȋǼȅǨȋǽǵ, « Ǟǘ ȭǻ ǗǶȅǵ ȭǼȄǩ ȭǼȄǩ ǩʅȄ̇ ֙ȅǤɝ ǢȄȋǬǵ, ǗǶǵȄǼ Ǣ  ͊ȁȓ ǵȄ? ©֙ȅǤɝǠȓȄǽȄǼ ȁȄȋǱǼ ӫȅǼ 

ȭǲȋǺ ȭǤǽ, ȭȀ Ǣξǰ ֙ȋǣ ǺȄǼ ȅǳȋǢ ǱȄȅǢȋȓ Ǹǽǽ, «ǠǼǢǺ ǢȋǼ ǸǽȋǸǵ ǵȄ ǺȄȀȆǺȄǑ«ǺȄ ǖǸϩ ǚȅǧǱ ǾȄȅ͚ ȁȄȋǱ 

ȁȄȋǱ ȭǶȋȓȅǨȋǽǵ, ǶȄȋǾ ǳȄǓȑȄȋǵȄ ǞǢǬȄ ȭǽȄǢ ȅȁ ȅȁ ǢȋǼ ȁȄȀȋǱ ȁȄȀȋǱ ǺȄȋǢ ǸȋǽȅǨǽ, «ǺȄȀȆǺȄǼ ȭǽȄǹ ǗȋǨ, ǖǲǧ 

ȅ֙Ǥɝ ǢȄǬȄ ȭǳǣȋǱ ǶȄȋǼǵ ǵȄǑ" ȅǷȋǼ ǗȅȀ ֙ȅǤɝǠȓȄǽȄǼ ǢǲȄȓ Ǒ ǶȋǼǼ ȅǱǵ ǧȄǼ ȅǳǵ ȭǳȄǢȄǵ Ǹ ̎ȅǨǽǑ Ǻȋǵ ȁȓ ȅ֙ǤɝǠȓȄǽȄ 
ȭǥȄǼ ǖǸȀȄȋǳǼ Ǻȋϡ ǧȋǽ ȭǤȅǨǽǑ ǱȄǼǶȋǼ ȭǳȄǢȄǵǬȄ ǚȋǭǘ ȭǤǽǑ   

ǞǨȄȑȄ ȭǨȄȋǬȄǣȄȋǬȄ ʙ ̈́ȭǽȋǤǘ ǲȄȋǢǑ ǺȄ ǞǢǩǵ 
ǮȄʱȄǼȋǢ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ ǢȋǼȅǨȋǽǵ, ȅǱȅǵ Өȋǽ ǢǽǶ ȭǳǵ ȅǢǵȄǑ 

ǚ˭ǼǬȄ Ǟǣǵ Ǻȋǵ ȭǵǘǑ ȁȓȋǱȄ ǗǼ ǢȄȋǼȄȋǢ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ 
ǢȋǼȋǨǵ ǱȄǼ ǳȄǓǱ ǸȄǓǴȄȋǵȄ ȅǢǵȄǑ ǢǽǢȄǱȄȓ ȭǤȋǽ ǹȋȓ ǹȋȓ 
ǲȄȅǢ, ǞȀǸ ȭǻǵ ǗǺȄǼ ȀȄǺȋǵ ǵȄ ȁȓǑ   

ǺȄ ʙ  ̈́ ǢǼȋǱ ȭǻǺǵ ǹȄȋǽȄǸȄȋȀǵ, ǣǸǼ ȅǳȋǱ ǗȋǼȄ 

ǹȄȋǽȄǸȄȋȀǵǑ ǺȄǪǼȄȅ˭ȋǼ ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǸȄǼȄ̋Ȅȓ ǳȄǓȑȄȋǽ ǼȄ͚ȄǼ 
ǞǢ ǖϢ ǩȆǸǵ ȭǧȄȋǣ Ƕȋȑ Ǒ ǼȄ͚Ȅȓ ȭǢȄǵ ȀǺǢȄǺȆ ǞǢǬȄ 
֓ȋȑȄ ȭǢȄǵ ǞǢǬȄ ǖ̼ǸȓȀȆ ȭǨȋǽǼ ȅǸǨȄǵȄȓ ȅǤȋȓ ςȋȓȅǨǽ, 

ȭʛǢǷȄȋ͗Ǽ ȀǺȓ ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ȭȀȀǸǠ ςǵȋǱ ȁȋȓȋǨǑ ȅǸȋǾǿ 
ǢȋǼ ǖȅǸσȄϬ ǶȅǼǺȄȋǰ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǣǸǼ ǺȄǼ ǢȄȋǨ ǲȄȋǢ Ǒ  

 

ǗǸȄǼ ǺȄǼ ǞǼǢȋǺǼ ȅǸσȄȀ ǗȋǨ ȭǻ ǞǢǬȄ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǣǸǼ ȭǶȋǽ ȅǱǵȋǬ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǣǸǼ ȭǶȋǱ ȁȓǑ Ǘǩ ǖǸȅǴ ʙȅǱ Ȁ̔Ȅȋȁ 
ȅǱǵȋǬ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǣǸǼ ǗȅǺ ǶȄǘ ȅǵ ǞǼǢǺ ȁȓ ȅǵ Ǒ ǖȋǵǢ ȀǺȓ ǞǼǢǺ ȁȋȓȋǨ ǖȋǵǢ ԌǼ Ȁ̩Ǣͫȓ Ǘ˰Ȇȓ ǺȄǼȄ ȭǤȋǨǵ, 
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ǸȄǸȄ-ǺȄǼ ԌǼ Ȁ̩Ǣͫȓ ǸґǼ ǸґǼ ԌǼ Ȁ̩Ǣͫȓ Ǘ˰Ȇȓ ǺȄǼȄ ȭǤȋǨǵ Ǒ Ƿȋǽ ȭǤȄȑȄ ȭǲȋǢ ǱȄǓȋǳǼ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǩϢ ԋǕǣ ȭǶȋǱ 
ȅǤȋȓ ǱȄǓȋǳǼ ȭǤȄǬȄ ǩȆǸǵ ǢȄȅȁǵȆ ςǵȋǱ ȁȋȓȋǨ Ǒ 

 ǞȀǸ ǢȋǼ ǸȄǸȄǼ Ȁȋ ̍ǗǼ ȭǷȄȋǵ ǹȄȋǽȄ ǢȋǼ ǢǲȄ ǸǽȄǘ ȁȓ ǵȄ Ǒ ǸȄǸȄ ǞǢȅǳǵ ȅǸǼʱ ȁȋȓ ǺȄȋǢ Ǹǽȋǽǵ, « ǗȋǼ, 

ȭǱȄǺȄȋǢ ȅǱǵȋǬ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǣǸǼ ȅǳȋǱ ȁȋǸ ǵȄ, ǢȄǽ ǖǵǽȄǘǵ Ǘǵ̋ǸȄǩȄǼ ӝǽȋǽ ǖȋǵǢͼȋǽȄ ֛ ԅʅǼ ǣǸǼ Ǡ ȭǶȋȓ ǻȄȋǸ Ǒ 

Ǟǣǵ ȭǷȄǵǬȄ ǗǺȄȋǢ ǳȄǠǑ ǗȅǺ ǢǲȄ ǸȅǽǑ  

ǗǼ ǞǢǬȄ ȮǸȅǾȋ͊Ǽ ǢǲȄ Ǹȋǽ ǗȅǺ ǺȄԇǢȄȅȁǵȆ ȭǾǿ ǢǼǑ ǺȄ ǖȋϢǼ ȭǤȄǶǵ ǢǲȄ ȭǾȄǵȄǼ ǺǱ ȅǵȋǩǼ ȭǤȄǶǵ ǢǲȄ 
ǸǽȋǱǠ ǹȄȋǽȄǸȄȋȀǵǑ ӝǸ ǤḘ̏ȆȋǻɝǼ Ȁȋ ̍ǗȅǺ ǞǢǬȄ Ǥ̃Ȇ ʙȄǰ ȅǳȋȓ ǼʹȄ ǢȋǼȅǨǑ ǠǬȄ ȭǻ ǢȋǼǘ ȭȁȄǢ ǗǩȆǸǵ ǼʹȄ ǢȋǼ 
ǻȄǸ Ǒ ǗǺȄǼ ǞǢ ȅǶȅȀ ǺȄȋǢ ǸȋǽȅǨȋǽǵ, « ʚȋȓǮ ȭǱȄǺȄȋǢ ȭǳǣȋǽ ǖǸȄǢ ȁȋȓ ȭǻȋǱǵ, ȭǱȄǺȄǼ ȭǢȄȋǵȄ ȀȄǸǢǵǾȄȀ 

ȭǵǘǑ«ǞǢȅǳǵ ȅǸȋǢȋǽ ȭǳǣǽȄǺ ȁȄȅȀȁȄȅȀ ֙ ȋǣ ǞǢǬȄ ȭǺȋǬ ǽȄǽ ȅǸǾȄǽ ǾǱǼȅ˗ ǸǤȋǽ ǢȋǼ ǸȄȅȑ ӿǢȋǨǵ Ǒ ǗȅǺ ȅǩȋ˕Ȁ 

ǢǼǽȄǺ, « ȭȀǢȆ ? Ǣǣǵ ȭǤȋǽ? Ǹǽȅǵ ȭǱȄǑ ǺȄ Ǹǽȋǽǵ, « ǗȋǼ, Ǘ˰ȁǱʅȄ ǢǼȄǼ ǘȋ ˏȁȅˏǽ Ǒ ǾǱǼȅ˗ 

ȅǢȋǵ ǺǵǬȄ ǹȄȋǽȄ ȁȋȓ ȭǤǽǑ ȅǷȋǼ ǞǽȄǺ ȭǢǺǵ ȁȋȓȋǨ , ȭǳǣ ȭǱȄǑ«  

ǗǾȄ ǢȅǼ ǢǽǢȄǱȄȓ Ǘ˰ȁǱʅȄʙǸǰ ȭǽȄȋǢǼ ȭǻǺǵ ǖǹȄǸ ȭǵǘ, ȭǱǺǵ ǾǱǼȅ˗ǼǠ ǖǹȄǸ ȭǵǘǑ  

                           

ŌŗɶŎŖ ŋŖΉţŘ ōŖŅŊňřŎ ŗŊ̣ŗŊŅǤŖŏŝťŎ ŃřŏŇŖŌŚŏĴ ŒŖŗœŃǤ ŗŊŋŖŝĶŎ ǺŖȔŗŇ] ŊŃƯŌŖŝŇ ŗŐĴŖŝĶŖ ĪĬŗŇŋŖŗŒƯȊ-ſŃ ŊŖĦŏŖ ŗŊŋŖŝĶ 

ĨņǤŖňŇŖ ĴŝŎŇ] ĨŊŒŎ ĴŖŝľ ŇŖŇŖŇ ſŏĵŖŝĻŖĴŖ ĩŎ ĺŗŊ ĩĥĴŖť] ŗŐĴŖŝĶŖŝŃ İŊĦ ŊŖȮŏŖŝŅŝŐŎ ŁŖĴŖť ĲŇŖŎ ſŊŐ ĴŝťĴȊ 

ĺŗŊŎ ǺŅŐƯŇŘ œŝťŝĺ ĶŃ ĴŝťĴ ŊĺŝŎ]  

  

The Das family puja at 
Shakharitola lane is called 
Bhuter Barir Pujo. The 
house where the puja is 
performed was earlier used 
as hospital in colonial era.  

w 
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Ethnic Village House 

Howrah Bridge from Millennium Park 

Boating in Palara 

DϥSCOVERϥNG KOLKATAɅS EUROPEAN HERϥTAGE by Dr.Biswadip Ghosh  

 

Kolkata (formerly know n as Calcutta) has a history that 

spans over 325 years of intrigue.  KolkataɅs European 

roots are visible in the many buildings that remain from 

the early years and as well from the customs and culture 

of the current inhabitants.  Kolkata was established i n 

1690 by the British East India Company as a trading 

center.  At the time, the capital city of Bengal and the 

seat of the Mughal Empire was Murshidabad about 100 

miles to the north.  But Kolkata with its position at the 

mouth of the Hooghly River, had a strategic location that 

attracted the British East India Company traders, as well as 

other early European traders from Portugal, France, Holland 

and Denmark.  But the early origins of Kolkata can be traced 

back to the late 1500Ʌs, as the Portuguese traders, who were 

based at Chittagong (now inside Bangladesh), docume nt a 

village named ɈKalikataɉ. In 1717, the  

 

 Mughal Emperor Farrukhsiyar granted the East India 

Company trading privileges and in 1727 by the order of King 

George I, a civil court was set up, the city corporation was 

established and Hallwell became the first mayor of Kolkata.  

The city developed rapidly under the British rule and was 

declared the capital city of the British Indian Empire in 1772. 

Indeed, the residents of Kolkata remain proud of  their 

European history, which is nicely preserved and can be 

enjoyed in a full day tour.   KolkataɅs unique personality can 

be experienced today on a day trip by visiting the city and its 

surrounding areas ɀ Chinsurah, Chandernagore, Serampur, 

Banshberia,  Bandel and Murshidabad.  

 

My day started in the area 

known as the Esplanade.  The 

Esplanade area is regarded as 

the city center of Kolkata from 

the early times.  Some of the 

colonial buildings in the area 

include the WriterɅs building, 

the GovernorɅs residence, the Eden Gardens, the Grand 

hotel, the race track, Victoria Memorial and Fort William.  

After catching the sights around the city and I had breakfast 

at FluryɅs and then visited Millennium park, pleasantly situated with a wonderful view of Howrah 

br idge ɀ a beautiful cantilever bridge connecting Kolkata with its twin city, Howrah.   

 

After breakfast, I headed along the Hooghly River by car to visit the outskirts to soak in the rich 

history.  My first stop was 30 miles way at Palara, a fully 

functioni ng centuryɅs old, ethnic village.  ϥ observed the villagers 

in their daily life ɀ cultivating bananas, leeches, jackfruit, 

mangos and papaya.  
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Susanna Anna Maria Tomb 

Bandel Imambara 

  I then joined the villagers in their morning prayers, which was conducted by the local village 

priest.  I also h ad time to navigate the narrow village roads though bamboo forests where jackals 

have their dens, while my son, Avishek navigated the serene village ponds in his canoe.  

The village ponds serve many utilities, such as washing clothes, cleaning, irrigating plants and 

farming fish.  

 

We drove for another 5 miles on the Grand Trunk road, which was built in the 1500Ʌs by Mughal 

Emperor, Sher Shah Suri to the town of Chandernagore.    

 

Chandernagore was established by French traders and is also situated on the ba nks of the 

Hooghly.  It has many old colonial relics such as the French College, the former French 

Governors house, a beautiful church, modeled after the Notre Dame cathedral in Paris and the 

Strand along the Hooghly banks.  

 

A stroll along the 1 km long p avement of the strand, enjoying the 

mild breeze and watching the small boats sailing by was very 

refreshing.  

 

Travelling another 2 miles north on the Grand Trunk Road is the 

town of Chinsurah, a former Dutch colony. Chinsurah was 

established in 1635 by the  Dutch to trade in opium, salt, muslin and 

spices. In 1656 the Dutch also erected a factory on the site of the 

town.  Many prominent Dutch settlers and rulers are buried at the 

Dutch cemetery here.  I visited the white domed tomb of Susanna 

Anna Maria, a D utch lady who married Pieter Brueys (1730 -83; 

Dutch Director of Bengal, 1783) and others.  

 

Susanna is locally famous as 'saat saheber bibir kobor' (tomb of the wife of seven Europeans).  

Local lore holds that she had married 7 men (although records mention  only two), all of whom 

had died under mysterious circumstances. The Anglo -ϥndian writer, Ruskin BondɅs SusannaɅs 

Seven Husbands (based on which a Bollywood film, Saat Khoon Maaf was made recently) is 

supposed to have been inspired by Susanna Anna Maria of  Chinsurah.  This small town also has 

the Hooghly District Court, which is the longest building in West Bengal.   

 

I made my next stop is the town of Serampore,  a pre -

colonial town on the west bank of the Hooghly River which 

was part of Danish India unde r the name Frederiksnagore 

from 1755 to 1845.  The town developed and became elegant 

and prosperous under the Dutch and merchants of both 

foreign and indigenous origin began to arrive and live there. 

Perhaps the most notable Dutch heritage building. I visi ted 

was the stately Serampore College.  The college was 

established in 1818 and was the first college in Asia to award 

a degree.   

 

My next stop was at the town of Bandel to visit the Basilica of the Holy Rosary, commonly known 

as ɈBandel Churchɉ, which is one of the oldest Christian churches in West Bengal.  It was founded 

by the Portuguese in 1599 as they began settling around the area and dedicated it to Nossa 

Senhora do Rosário.   Around 1571, the Portuguese were given permission by the Mughal 

Emperor, Akbar to build a town on the Hooghly and they  enlisted the services of a band of 

Augustinian Friars from Goa.   A ship's mast stands in front of the church; it was presented to the 
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Food at Dhaba  

Boat crossing the Hooghly river 

church by the captain of a vessel that had encountered a storm in the Bay o f Bengal, and its 

rescue was attributed to Mother Mary.  The balcony also provides spectacular views of the 

Jubilee Bridge spanning across the Hooghly. The Jubilee Bridge, built in 1887 on the Golden 

Jubilee of Queen VictoriaɅs reign, is one of the oldest operating rail bridges in the world.  

Bidding farewell to the Bandel Church, I headed for the Hooghly Imambara, which was built in 

the memory of the great philanthropist Hazi Muhammad Mohsin.   

 

The beautiful structure took 20 years to build and was complet ed in 1861.  Designed by architect 

Keramtulla Khan, the two storied building is centered round a rectangular courtyard, decorated 

with fountains and pools. But the prime attraction of the Imambara are it two 85 feet high 

towers.   

 

My next stop was a visi t to the Hangseshwari temple, which is one of the most unique temples in 

West Bengal.  It was built in the 19
th

 century for deity, Hangseshwari, a manifestation of Goddess 

Kali.  The temple is 21 m high and has 13 towers. The peak of 

each tower is shaped a s a lotus flower.   The structure of the 

temple is the representation of ɈTantrik Satchakrabhedɉ.  

Near to this temple there are also two other important 

temples named Ananta Basudeba Temple, which is 

decorated with very rich teracotta pointed plates and 

Swanbhaba Kali Temple  

 

built by Nrisinhadeb in 1788.  

While the European colonialists imposed their administrative 

rule, culture and religion on the people of Bengal, the local 

people did benefit from the development of real -estate, 

factories, trade and education that took place.  Bengal was the 

most thriving region in all of India.  Many people belonging to 

the lower economic stratum sent their children to the 

monitorial schools, which provided a basic education and 

seized the opportunity for higher educ ation by sending their 

children to the academic institutions of the missionaries. In 

the process, there emerged a class of local gentry, who had a 

favorable attitude towards the Europeans.  The European 

traders also got involved in the collection of mercha ndise 

directly from the local producers, and offered incentives to the 

local artisans in the form of earnest moneyThey encouraged 

local craftsmen to make high quality products and created a 

class of trading middlemen, such as agents, banias, mutsuddis 

and stevedores.  

 

 The admiration towards the European culture and European institutions is still ingrained in the 

people of Kolkata, which sets them apart from the rest of the Indian people.   These are even 

more apparent with visits to establishments such as  Flurys, a famous swiss confectionery in 

Kolkata.  

The roadside is lined with restaurants, known as ɈDhabasɉ, that offer a freshly cooked fare that 

one can rarely find elsewhere.  After a meal of tarka dal, tandoori roti and chicken champ, I 

continued my tr avels.  

 

Hangseswari Temple 

Katra mosque 
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Chandannagore Church  

Hazaar Dwari Palace 

Victoria Memorial 

Our final destination on our Bengal heritage tour is a stop at 

Murshidabad, the seat of the Mughal Empire of Bengal.   

While the European traders were situated 100 miles south in 

Kolkata, the Nawabs of Bengal carried on the Mughal 

dynastic rule f rom Murshidabad.   

 

It was established by Nawab Murshid Quli Khan in early 

1700Ʌs  and served as the last capital of independent Bengal 

until 1793, when Bengal was brought under the British 

colonial rule with Kolkata serving as the capital.  Murshidabad is  filled with many beautiful 18th 

century monuments.   A prominent landmark in Murshidabad is the Hazaar Dwari Palace, now a 

museum, which boasts of a fantastic collection of paintings, curios, china and weapons, including 

the swords of Ali Wardi Khan and S iraj -ud-Daulah and the cannon fired by Murshid Quli Khan. 

The skill of gifted craftsmen is still on display at the Khagra 

Bazaar in Murshidabad, but ivory carving has given way to 

sandalwood etching.   

 

Also interesting are the Khush Baag on the banks of t he river in 

Murshidabad where lie the tombs of many Mughal Nawabs 

including Shiraj ud -dullah and his grandfather, Ali Wardi Khan. 

Other notable monuments in Murshidabad are the Imambara, 

the Kaath Golar Bagaan palace estate, and the five -domed Katra Masjid , the largest mosque in 

West Bengal where 2000 people could read the Quran together.  

 

Having spent a day along the banks of the Hooghly River, I 

was able to transport myself 300 years back to a time of 

trickery, conflict, political intrigue and economic 

development. While the regions continues to abound with 

the natural beauty of the forests and the meandering 

Hooghly River, the many perpetrators from the 1700 -1900Ʌs 

are long gone.  They have left an incredible multi -cultural 

heritage that will remain in thecomposition and outlook of 

the people of Kolkata forever.  

 

  
 

 
 
The Muslim singer who gained huge popularity in Bengal for 
singing Agomoni gaan (devotional songs dedicated to Durga) 
in 1914 was Md Kashem. He used a Hindu name K Mullick 
on the disc title since the official of The Gramophone Company 
of India (HMV) had an apprehension that people will not 
accept Hindu devotional songs in the voice of a Muslim singer. 
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οǶȀȆ ǢȋǽȄǼȄȋǮȄ -ςǹǺȓ ǤȄїǽȆ 

 (ǩȆǸǵȄǵ̋ ǳȄȋǾǼ ǢȅǸǱȄ ǖǸǽνȋǵ) 
 

 

 

ǗǸȄǼ ǗȀȋǸȄ ȅǷȋǼ ,ǼȅǢ ǶȄȁȄȋȑǼ ǴȄȋǼ  

Ǟӝȅǵ ǵȄ ȭȁȄǢ ,ǖϢ ǢǣȋǵȄ ,ǳȆǥɝ ȀǺȓ ǶȋǼ    

ǨȄʔ ǵȓ ǗǼ ,ǧȄʹȋǼǠ ǵȓ ,Ǳ ֓ȭǢȄȋǵȄ ǖǸȀȋǼǑ 

 

ȭǻ ǵǳȆ ǢȋǼȋǨ Ȁǩǽ ϩȄǺǽ ȅǸӛǱ Ǻξ֗ȅǺ 

ǱȄǼǘ ǚִȋȀǼ ֧ ǾȆǱǽ ǸȄȅǼ Ǡȋ ͌ǖǴȋǼ ӨȅǺ, 

ǶȄȁȄȑ ֣ ȋ ̍,͔ȆƛǞǼ ǯȄ֟ȋǱ 

ӼǾȄЀ ȭǸ ǧȄƛǼ ȭǼȋ͚ȄǓǼȄǬȄȋǱ 

ȭǼȐȋʖȄ˒ǽ οǶȀȆ ǼȄǩʅ ,Ϙǳȓ ȭǢȋȑȋǨȄ ԅȅǺǑ 

 

Ǘǩ ǧȅǽ ,Ǳ ֓ǢǲȄ ȅǳȋȓ ǻȄǘ ƙ ǗǸȄǼ ǗȀȋǸȄ ǶȋǼ 

ǨȄʔ ǵȄ ǗǼ ,ǧȄʹȅǼǠ ǵȓ ,Ǳ ֓ȭǢȄȋǵȄ ǖǸȀȋǼǑ 
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× Patrali and Kaustav Bose 

 

  



  

 

 

20 

CALCUTTA: THEN AND NOW  by Asha Banerjee (Columbia University ) 

 
 

I did not even know that Etihad Airlines existed. (How does such a tiny country like UAE have two 

major airline carriers?) When I was little, only British Airways and Lufthansa flew directly to 

Calcutta. Now, perhaps reflecting a shift in global money and priorities, it seemed like only the 

Middle Eastern airline carriers went. It was all so different. Yet, the reason we went  Ɂfor the 

signing of legal documents  Ɂseemed like an ancient task.  

 

Calcutta was an old city with plenty of importance during the British Raj, but not so old like De lhi  

to be studded with relics from sultans and emperors, or like Goa with its  Portuguese churches. 

However, with around four and a half million people and a large young, educated population, 

Calcutta  had obviously changed  to fit the times. Like so many oth er cities across the world, 

would Calcutta struggle to find a balance between new and old? Would the old dominate and 

render the city irrelevant or would the city become so new that it was unrecognizable? I had 10 

days to figure it out. Or at least listen and learn as much as possible.   

 

The newness of Calcutta struck you  right from your first step off the plane. Dum Dum, long since 

renamed as Netaji Subhas Chandra Bose International Airport, now pulsated with futuristic steel 

pillars and modern glass arch itecture. The urban landscape reflected the new environment: old 

neighborhoods, Charu Market and Tollygunge, once familiar to my parents, had completely 

changed. The roads remained the same but all the shops, people, and edifices of the previous 

generation  had been uprooted. Befitting any changing, modern city, Calcutta now  had its crop of 

artsy, oddly -named restaurants for the younger crowd. (My cousin had a get -together with 

friends at ɈCodfatherɉ restaurant. ϥ give points for creativity, but is cod even found in India?) 

Perhaps the most impactful change was  technology and the burgeoning app market.  

 

Apps like Ola which call a car and give rides (and can only be accessed via a smartphone) were  

commonplace. Maybe the days of the clunky Nokia phones with th e game Snake were  truly 

gone. The consequence or achievement of this new technological bubble was perfectly 

witnessed in ϥndiaɅs last election. ϥt can be said that Prime Minister ModiɅs use of Twitter and 

other social media during his recent political camp aign was even more sophisticated and far -

reaching than President ObamaɅs in 2012.  

 

Yet, beyond the  apps and buildings, remnants of the old Calcutta peeked at you wherever you 

turned. If you looked close enough and read enough signs, the shards of the old were  still visible. 
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Professions, long extinct in other parts of the world, stayed vibrant, such as cobblers, 

suitcase/bag fixers (it doesnɅt quite translate well into English), and butchers.  

I even saw a sign advertising a sign/billboard creator. Nothing truly died.  

Everything changed into something else. Old newspapers became funnel -shaped packets, and 

plastic wrapping was  reborn as shopping bags. Aging houses shed loose bricks which  built 

portable stoves on which atta ruti puffed up, and the aged reside nts of those brick -shedding 

houses lined up to buy the rutis.  

 

Old food joints of my parentsɅ generation like JimmyɅs Kitchen or Gupta Brothers continued to 

serve fabulous food. As a student of economics, I remained amazed and awed that despite  high  

demand for ArsalanɅs products, they continued to price a plate of their Special Mutton Biriyani at 

255 Rupees (around four dollars), instead of raising it to increase profits. And although we visited 

the new malls and Ɉmultiplexɉ movie theaters, a great bulk of  what we took home, such as 

Darjeeling tea (Lopchu red), dal boris, and large packets of mustard oil, did not come from large 

supermarket chains, but from the downstairs level of Gariahat market.   

After having endured the monsoon, the sultry heat,  the cro wd, and the Alipore court, it took a 

car ride at 2 AM to prove to me that Calcutta remained a unique city, unbowed by any potential 

invasiveness of modern technology and change.  In the dead of night, with only streetlamps 

illuminating the normally teeming  city, I encountered it.  

The darkness evoked the haunting spirit of the city. Wafts of memories and the past were all 

enshrined in these different buildings ɀ a winter circus in the Park Circus maidan, columned 

British administrative buildings in the Dalho usie district, the pale white Roman structure of 

Prinsep Ghat under the towering new  Hoogly Bridge and the old Howrah bridge, and of course, 

the eerie black angel on Victoria Memorial keeping a watchful eye on the city.  

It dawned on me that the architectu re of the steely, sprawling airport or glittering, new, bypass 

hotels, the most prominent projection of the Ɉnewɉ Kolkata that ϥ had observed, was actually a 

shining testament to the Calcutta of old -- of my parentsɅ generation, of my grandparentsɅ 

generati on, and much before.  

In my opinion, the banks of the Ganges were  perhaps the best place to feel both the old and new 

of Calcutta/Kolkata without becoming overwhelmed by either. I was surprised to find that a 

beautiful promenade had been constructed along t he river. I stepped on the newly painted brick 

walkway of the promenade and listened to that ancient river quietly churn and flow. Then, I felt, 

with all my senses, that I was a part of this beautiful river, flowing through  this vibrant network of 

a city which simultaneously evoked the past and emitted the future with every ebb and flow.  

Pic courtesy: www.titanleathers.com 
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THE BRAHMO SAMAJ MOVEMENT by Partha Chatterjee  

The nineteenth century is known as the Bengal Renaissance; however it could very well be called 

the Indian Renaissance. It was a period of great social and religious reform whose effect is 

reflected in modern Indian l ife. Much of what happened during that period can be attributed to 

the role played by the Brahmo Samaj. The social reforms included abolition of the evil practices 

of Suttee, child marriage and the caste system; widow re -marriage;  propagation of English 

education for ϥndians and most important of all advancing womenɅs education and 

emancipation. Religious reforms included emphasizing Monotheism in the Vedanta and a call to 

abandon all forms of idolatry and superstition; countering conversions to Christiani ty and 

proclaiming the Harmony of Religions.  

To appreciate what future generations owe to Brahmo Samaj we have to understand the 

conditions of the time and get a glimpse into the personalities of the three men who were the 

leaders of the movement.  

With th e burden of her old civilization, and a profound religion, ancient India has often appeared 

to decay only to rise again with a new spirit. For several  centuries India had been the meeting 

ground of people of different cultures and religions. Centuries of I slamic rule had impacted the 

Hindu way of life. But in the 17
th

 and 18t
h centuries

 a perceptible impact was felt on her religion 

through contact with the Western nations who first came as traders and then as rulers. Bengal 

felt this impact the most as it w as the British capital along with other European settlements. 

Possibly to counter these effects the Hindu society in Bengal had imposed on itself many self - 

suffocating practices and rituals. The Vedas and the Vedanta were lost to the people of Bengal.   

At this time there appeared a person of giant intellect who has been universally acclaimed as the 

Father of Modern India. This was Rajah Rammohun Roy.  

First Phase -   Rammohun Roy (1774 -1833) was born into a wealthy orthodox Vaishnava family. 

He was educate d at home in the vernacular, Sanskrit, English and in the Islamic language as was 

the custom at the time. At a very early age he studied the Koran, Euclid and Aristotle which 

aroused a spirit of free thinking in him. He felt an urge to abandon idol worship , polytheism and 

superstitious practices. This annoyed his father and he was sent to Benares to study the Hindu 

scriptures. After careful studies he discovered Monotheism in the Vedanta and on his return 

home he started to preach the elements of Monotheism  from the Vedanta and urged the people 

to give up idol worship. He was taken to be a heretic and was exiled from home. He then 

traveled extensively to learn for himself the religious practices of other lands.  

 

Rammohun returned home to Calcutta in 1792 an d after a few years came in contact with a 

highly educated and cultured Englishman, John Digby, who introduced him to Western literature, 

history, philosophy, the American War of Independence and the French revolution.  

 

While posted at Rungpore (1809 -1814) he started the ɄDiscussion SocietyɅ for the study of Hindu 

Scriptures and modern thought. On his return to Calcutta he was at once recognized as a leader 

of Hindu Society. ϥn 1815 he started the ɄAtmiya SabhaɅ or ɄFriends circleɅ to discuss the actual 

texts from the Scriptures, the validity of Monotheism, modern Western ideas, the need for 

English education and abolition of evil customs. He entered into open controversies with the 

orthodox leaders  of Hindu Society.  

 His fame as a scholar and reformer sprea d and humanitarians like David Hare sought his 

acquaintance. Under his guidance the Hindu College was established in 1817 to provide English 

education to the natives.  
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Rammohun mastered many languages and studied the Bible in Hebrew and in Greek. He got 

into controversies with the Christian church over the concept of Trinity, miracles and re -

incarnation of God. The Unitarians of England and America appreciated his work.  

 

1) ϥn 1828, Rammohun started the ɄBrahma SabhaɅ where he organized a new form of Divine 

worship.  

2) ϥn 1830 he built a house of worship of the one true God and called it the ɄBrahma SamajɅ. Texts 

from the Vedas were read; hymns based on Vedic verses composed by Rammohun himself in 

Bengali were sung.Personally Rammohun went through various st ages of experience regarding 

Brahma Upasana. In his treatise Tuhfat -ul-Muwahhiddin (A gift to Montheists) he made the 

distinction between religion of habit and the religion of natural inspiration.  

 

3) During his time only Brahmin priests were appointed to conduct the service and though he 

professed the brotherhood of humanity, following Hindu tradition, people of lower castes were 

not permitted where the Vedas were being chanted. Of course women were not allowed in 

public.  

 

4) In 1829, with his help, Lord B entinck, Governor General of India, passed an Act prohibiting the 

evil custom of Suttee.Although Rammohun sowed the seeds of Theistic worship the early 

Brahmo Samaj remained wedded to orthodox Hindu Society.  

In August 1830, Rammohun sailed for England on a political mission. In England he was 

welcomed with honor by the intellectuals and the elite of society. Unfortunately he suddenly fell 

ill and passed away in Bristol in 1833. He was initially buried at Stapleton Grove but later his 

friend Prince Dwarkana th Tagore removed his mortal remains to ArnoɅs Vale.  

 

Although ɄFreedom of ReasonɅ had been established the pioneering reform ideas launched by 

Rammohun did not take root in India as the ground was not ready. For about 10 years the 

Brahmo Samaj kept up on ly routine church service conducted by Pandit Ram Chandra Sharma.  

In 1843 there appeared a God sent man to take up the work of the Brahmo Samaj. This was 

Devendranath Tagore, eldest son of Prince Dwarkanath Tagore and father of many talented 

children.  

 

Second Phase - Maharshi  Devendranath Tagore (1815- 1905) had known Raja Rammohun from 

his childhood days but he had never been to the Brahmo Samaj.  

 

Although Devendranath was born into an orthodox Hindu family, his father Prince Dwarkanath 

was a very progre ssive thinker. Devendranath received his early education at home under 

qualified pundits and later attended the Anglo -vernacular school founded by Rammohun before 

attending Hindu College at a time when Henry Derozio and D.L. Richardson were leading the 

ɄYoung BengalɅ movement and Dr. Alexander Duff was busy converting scholarly ϥndians to 

Christianity. ɄYoung BengalɅ had neither faith in God nor respect for any customs but they were 

truthful, fearless and humanitarian in spirit.  

 

Devendranath had formed th e ɄTattwabodini SabhaɅ or Truth Seekers Society in 1839. Two 

intellectual giants of the Bengali Renaissance, Akshoy Kumar Dutta and Iswar Chadra Vidyasagar 

were its earliest members. Although members of the Tattwabodini Sabha shared the values of 

ɄYoung BengalɅ DevendranathɅs leadership drew them to the study of the Upanishads.. One day 

while sitting in his study a piece of paper with a Sanskrit verse was blown in front of him by a 

gust of wind. At that time he was engaged in the pursuit of a ɄhigherɅ knowledge. On the advice of 

friends he sent for Pundit Ram Chandra Sharma, the Acharya of the Brahmo Samaj.  
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At first Devendranath was utterly disappointed to see the actual practices in the Samaj. He 

introduced radical changes to make the Brahmo Upasana more r ational and inward based on 

the ideals of the Upanishads.  First, he sent four pundits to Benares to study the Vedas. He 

himself joined them and finally gave up the infallibility of the Scriptures.  

 

Secondly, He concluded that spiritual inspiration is the  authority of truth. Pantheism had no 

place in his religion. He held that the relation between God and man is strictly personal. He 

coined the term ɄBrahmo DharmaɅ. 

 Thirdly, while he still retained the practice of appointing Brahmin Acharyas, he allowed S udras to 

be in the room where the Vedas were being chanted.  

Fourthly, he selected theistic texts from the Vedas and Upanishads, freely modified some texts in 

keeping with his spiritual aspirations and published the Brahma Dharma Grantha as a guide 

book.  

Fifthly he changed the structure of the Divine Service from a rational to a more spiritual form 

based on the Upanishads. Divine worship and welfare of humanity were considered essential. .  

Sixthly, He published the Tattwabodhini Patrika in 1843 as the organ of the Brahma Samaj.  

Finally, by travelling to distant places in India he carried the message of the Brahmo Samaj to the 

elite and intellectuals of India.  

Devendranath was also at the forefront of the nationalistic movement and strongly opposed 

conversion  to Christianity.  

At first the rationalists and social reformers like Vidyasagar and Akshoy Kumar Dutta helped the 

movement but differences arose due to their rational approach and DevendranathɅs social 

inaction. Devendranath could not convey his spiritua lity to them, became disheartened and left 

for the hills to practice meditation, spiritual communion and to study Western philosophy.  He 

returned to Calcutta in 1858, and found a change in the environment and was delighted to find 

an ideal young man after  his own heart who had joined the Brahma Samaj in his absence. This 

was Keshub Chunder Sen.  

During DevendranathɅs time Ʉfreedom of the spiritɅ was achieved. The Brahma Upasana was 

given a beautiful form by including songs and hymns, womenɅs education was promoted and he 

remained active in Nationalistic movements. However his work remained short of total liberation 

from orthodox Hinduism due to his reluctance to offend his contemporarie.  

Third Phase- Keshub Chunder Sen (1838 -1884) was born in an orthodox Vai shnava family. His 

grandfather, Dewan Ram Kamal Sen, had risen from humble beginnings to the position of 

Dewan of the Mint and was also the first Indian Secretary of the Asiatic Society of Bengal. His 

family had thus been influenced by Western enlightenmen t and courtesy.  He received early 

vernacular, Sanskrit and English lessons from Pundits at home and in due course was admitted 

to the Hindu College. He was a brilliant student with a voracious appetite for knowledge and 

studied advanced books on history, literature, logic, science and psychology under the guidance 

of eminent professors. From his childhood he was a thoughtful, persevering and God fearing 

man. His three principles were Viswas (Faith), Vivek (Conscience) and Vairagya (Ascetic Spirit). He 

refu sed to be initiated into the mantra from a guru for to him life itself was religion including 

behavior, work ethics, character, devotion and the harmonious development of life. Keshub 

Chunder Sen was only 19 when he joined the Brahma Samaj. His pure charact er, insight, 

knowledge of many subjects coupled with his majestic countenance and a gift for oratory in both 

English and Bengali quickly made him a charismatic leader.  

Keshub was a born organizer and even as a student organized many societies and activitie s.  

ɄColootola Evening SchoolɅ for serving poor neighborhoods. 

The ɄDramatic ClubɅ for the performance of ethical dramas. 

ɄThe Goodwill FraternityɅ for collectively cultivating devotional spirit in the company of religious 

perso nalities and eminent profess or.At first Keshub faced a difficult time. The Sepoy Mutiny had 

just ended and left its mark on the ϥndian mind. ɄYoung BengalɅ and intellectual ferment, 
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intemperance and atheism were playing havoc with the youth. The condition of women and the 

tille rs of the soil were deplorable. His first act was to found the ɄBrahmo VidyalayaɅ in 1859 for 

teaching the philosophy of theism. Devendranath lectured in Bengali while Keshub lectured in 

English on Mental and Moral philosophy. This attracted about fifty s tudents many from Young 

Bengal.Keshub drew their attention to social reform by staging the drama ɄBidhabha BibahaɅ on 

widow re -marriage, by Umesh Mitra thus re -inforcing the work done by Vidyasagar.  

ϥn 1860 he formed the ɄSangat SabhaɅ for cultivating mutual intimacy among the students 

irrespective of caste and other orthodox practices.  

In 1861 Keshub started the  famous journal Indian Mirror. Fired with idealism and patriotism four 

young men Keshub Chunder Sen, Protap Chunder Mozoomdar, Aughore Nath Gupta and Bejo y 

Krishna Goswami gave up their professional work and formed the first ba tch of dedicated 

Missionaries. ϥn 1862 Keshub started the ɄCalcutta CollegeɅ with a special syllabus.  

At this time Devendranath endowed the title of ɄBrahmanandaɅ on Keshub and  appoi nted him as 

the first non -Brahmin Acharya of the Brahmo Samaj, causing dissatisfaction among the old 

Brahmin Ministers. Nonetheless KeshubɅs mission work at Krishnanagar in 1861 spread his name 

far and wide. He most ably refuted Christian attacks on Hindui sm and stopped conversions to 

Christianity.  

In 1864 Keshub went on an all -India tour, a first of its kind. He lectured extensively in Madras, 

Bombay and other cities on the need for non - sectarianism, social reforms and Indian integration 

from the platform  of universal religion. Several sister organizations grew out of his ideas.  

On his return Keshub published a Bengali journal ɄDharmatattwaɅ for acquainting the people of 

Bengal with the various religions and cultures found all over India.  

A hundred and se venty three branches of the Brahmo Samaj came into existence all over India. 

People of all races and denominations, rich or poor, learned or illiterate, were taken into its fold 

with equal status. They went beyond Hinduism and started studying other religi ous scriptures 

such as the Koran Shaeif, the Bible, Lalit Vistara, the Bhagawad,  They gathered spiritual food 

from the devotional faith of Sri Chaitanya, the precepts of Jesus, the faith of the Buddha, the 

spirit of equality of the Prophet Mohammed and th e purity of  Zoroastianism.  

Devendranath and the older group could not keep up with this rapid progress and finally came a 

parting of the ways in 1866. The older group constituted the Adi Brahmo Samaj while Keshub 

and the younger generation marched forward  under the banner of the Brahmo Samaj of India.  

Scriptures of different religions were revered and unity in diversity was accepted. There was no 

place for mediators, gurus or idols. They accepted the position of great men of all religions. The 

ɄSloka SamgrahaɅ a compilation of theistic texts from the scriptures of Hindu-Sikh-Christian -Islam-

Chinese-Zoroastrian - Buddhism and Jainism was published.  

At this time Keshub came in close contact with some Hindu religious personalities like 

Paramhansa Ramkrishna, Dayananda Saraswati and Pahari Baba. Their attachment to Keshub is 

historical.  Keshub was instrumental in making the public aware of the  reclusive mystic 

Ramakrishna. The marriage system in India was reformed to improve the condition of women. 

Intermarria ge irrespective of caste, race or religion and widow re -marriage was emphasized. 

Polygamy and child marriages were made illegal.  

Worship of God was conducted in the spoken language instead of Sanskrit. The form of worship 

was universal. It combined Hindu bhakti, Buddhist dhyana, Muslim monotheism and equality of 

humans and Zoroastrian purity. People irrespective of caste, creed, race, sex, pecuniary status, 

education and religion were given equal place in the prayer hall. Beautiful hymns of Rammohun, 

the classic compositions of DevendranathɅs time and the stirring sankirtanɅs of Trailokyanath 

Sanyal were an integral part of the Upasanas. The missionary tours of Keshub and his 

missionaries roused the spirit of India as well as people from foreign countries.  

Several journals on different subjects were published. The Indian Mirror (1861); Bamabodhini 

Patrika (1863); Dharmatattwa(1864); Sulav Samachar(1871);Mad na Garal?; Dharma  Sadhan 

patrika(1872); Sunday Mirror (1874); Paricharika(1878) Balak bandhu (1879);  Bisha Bairee(1881); 
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The New Dispensation (1881); Liberal and the New Dispensation (1882); The Unity and the 

Minister (1885).  

With the new movement the position of women changed beyond recognition. KeshubɅs wife 

Jaganmohini was the first lady to launch a n ew era of womenɅs emancipation by attending her 

husbandɅs ordination ceremony at the house of Maharshi Devendranath. A beginning was made 

with male  members educating their female members at home. Gradually Antahpur Upasana and 

Streesiksha were organized fo llowed by ɄBamabodhini SabhaɅ. The ɄBrahmica SamajɅ was 

organized by the ladies themselves in 1865. The Ladies Normal and Adult School was founded by 

Keshub in 1870.  In 1871 Keshub started the Victoria College for Women. Thus the way was 

paved for the pos ition which Indian women occupy today.  

ϥn 1876 Keshub established another institution of great importance the ɄAlbert ϥnstituteɅ ϥts 

objectives were to promote literacy among all classes.  

Keshub was regarded as the greatest Indian leader of his time. What  he practiced in the Brahmo 

Samaj on a small scale was communicated to national life and to the world at large. During his 

visit to England he was honored by Queen Victoria and many European and American 

philosophers.  

In 1878 the British rulers recommende d to marry the Maharaja of Cooch Behar to the eldest 

daughter of Keshub, Sunitee Debi. A great controversy, which is a separate history in itself, 

followed within the Brahma Samaj, and a group used the occasion to break away and form the 

Sadharan Brahmo Sa maj with Shiv Nath Shastri as its leader. Ananda Mohan Bose was its first 

President. Under ShivnathɅs leadership they continued their religious and social activities much 

in the same spirit as Keshub and achieved much. The Mahila Vidyalaya, the Tattwakaumu di 

Patrika, the City School, the Chatra Samaj, the Sakha, the Sunday School for Children, the 

Brahmo Balika Shikshalaya, the Sadhanashram were all established though the joint efforts of 

Shivnath and Anandamohun.  

RammohunɅs freedom of reason led to DevendranathɅs freedom of spirit and with Keshub this 

reached freedom of the will and in 1880 he declared ɄThe New DispensationɅ or the ɄReligion of 

HarmonyɅ as the goal of the Brahmo Samaj.  

The churchɅs activities were reorganized to work on an all ϥndia basis. Individual missionaries 

were designated to study in -depth the scriptures of Christianity and Western culture; the study 

of Islam which led to the first Bengali translation of the Koran; study of  Buddhism; another dove 

deep into the ocean of Hindu scriptu res; ɄNanak PrakashɅ was published after studying the Sikh 

scriptures. Trailokyanath Sanyal continued to compose beautiful hymns. The term 

ɄBrahmasangeetɅ became synonymous with spiritual songs. In 1883 Keshub issued an epistle for 

ɄOne World for Love and PeaceɅ to the great nations of the world, to the followers of all great 

prophets and religions, and to the rulers of different countries to shun sectarianism and 

separateness and instead to establish harmony. Within 10 years of this epistle the World 

Parliament of Religions was organized in Chicago by the Unitarians. Keshub, a believer in the 

concept of Church Universal, had left this world by then.  

After twenty five years of ceaseless work and advancement Keshub left this world in 1884The 

Brahmo missionary  and great orator Protap Chuder Mozoomdar in one of his lectures said, ɄWe 

ask that the Christians remain Christians; the Mohamedans remain Mohamedans; the Hindus 

remain Hindus. Let each of them worship in his heart so purely, so spiritually and in such a spirit 

of love that all men may be brethren and that in spite of differences of nationality and climate 

recognize each other as members of the kingdom which their God will some day establish.  

After Keshub the work of the Brahmo Samaj was carried on for se veral years by his followers. 

The list of people who became Brahmos or followed the Brahmo creed reads like a WhoɅs Who of 

India at the time.   

Acknowledgement: Much of the material for this essay is taken from ɄA Short History of the 

Brahmo Samaj and the evlotion of NababidhanɅ by Late Sati Kumar Chatterji. 
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FOX MASTER by Anindya Basu  

A translation of 'Sheyal Pandit' from Thakurmar Jhuli' 

 

There was a fox his dad so skilled  

A nice wall the dad himself built!  

No less was his son  

He had intention!!  

The son got ready, twirled his big moustache and opened a school in the ginger patch.  Pretty 

soon he had all kinds of students.  

Crickets, hoppers, turtles, centipedes  

Worms, Scorpions, long leg arachnids  

Roaches, beetles, frogs and toads  

Grubs and crabs all critte rs enrolled!!  

Each student screeches!!  

As the fox master teaches!!  

 

The forest came alive with all that noise. Watching this, a crocodile thought, ɄHello! Everyone is 

getting free lesson from the fox master. Why shouldnɅt my kids get any?Ʌ So he took his seven 

kids to the fox master. For starters, the crocodile kiddies learnt to read A, B and C.  The clever fox 

assured the crocodile that each one of his kids will become a scholar in seven days!  The 

crocodile was quite pleased and left his kids in the fox m asterɅs charge and went back home.  

The mean fox snacked on one crocodile kid ɀa-day for six days! Meanwhile the crocodile thought, 

ɄAll my kids will become scholars tomorrow!!  ϥ should visit them today. ɄSo he told his wife, 

ɄDarling! Cook some nice cat-fish pickle, salmon cake and snail stew so that our children can have 

a hearty meal tomorrow.Ʌ  Then the crocodile wrapped a nice gunny cloth around him and put on 

a torn fish -net sweater.  Next, he put on a dinghy hat on his head and stuffed a handful of moss 

in his mouth to chew on and rubbing his belly started off towards the fox masterɅs school.  Soon 

he arrived at the fox masterɅs school and inquired, ɄHello Fox master! Let me see how well my 

kids learnt so far?Ʌ The fox master welcomed the crocodile and called out to his students,Ʌ Dung 

beetle! Go get some tobacco for Mr. Crocodile. You there! Grasshopper! Get Mr. Crocodile a 

snuff box.  Now letɅs see, where are the croc-kiddies?  Why donɅt you take a seat, Mr. Crocodile? ϥ 

will go get your sons.Ʌ  He went inside the hole and grabbed the last of the crocodile kiddies. 

Then he propped him up through the hole on the ground seven times to fool the crocodile! Then 

he said to the crocodile, ɄNow that you have seen your kids, why donɅt you wait just a day longer? 

All your children are almost there! One more day and they will all become scholars!Ʌ Satisfied, the 

crocodile said, ɄAlright then! ɄAnd the foolish crocodile left for home.  The fox master ate the last 

one of the crocodile kiddies and then shut his sc hool down and ran away. Run! Run! Run! The 

next day, the crocodile came back and found out that the school was shut down. The patch was 



  

 

 

28 

empty! The crocodile slapped his own cheek, slapped his own forehead and then started crying. 

Finally he swore, Ɉϥ shall see that murderer fox master!ɉ 

Crabs -arenɅt you ever going to eat some? 

By the stream, arenɅt you ever going to come? 

Yes you will  

Then you shall become  

The CrocodileɅs kill 

 

The Crocodile went and hid in the stream.  Few days went 

by.  The fox master w alked around the stream but didnɅt 

dare step into the stream. But he couldnɅt wait any longer. 

He was so hungry! So he forgot everything and stepped 

into the stream. As soon as he did that, the crocodile 

grabbed his leg by his saw like teeth.  Then he drag ged the 

fox out to the saw -grass jungle.  Immediately the fox 

master tore a tall saw grass and laughed and shouted, ɈThe 

foolish crocodile has now grabbed the saw grass instead of 

my leg. Go ahead! Eat the saw grass leaf then!ɉ The foolish 

crocodile though t, ɄCrud! Did ϥ grab a grass leaf instead?Ʌ So 

he let go of the fox -masterɅs leg and went for the saw-grass 

leaf!  As soon as he let go, the fox jumped out of the 

stream and ran away! While running, he mocked the crocodile,  

          Mr. Crocodile, hoooow wwl!  

I will open another school!  

Send your kids there too fool!  

Again few days went by; the crocodile could not even find a trace of the fox. One day he made a 

plan to trap the fox. So he lay down on the grass by the stream and opened his mouth and 

pretend ed to be dead. The fox was passing by. He saw the crocodile and thought gleefully ɄOh 

goodie! The crocodile is dead. Let me go get my wife and show her!Ʌ But he was very clever. So to 

make sure he said out loud, ɄHoly cow! The crocodile is dead!!  How do we know? Dead crocodiles 

flap their ears and wag their tails. Uh -oh! He is not dead!!Ʌ  

The stupid crocodile thought ɄOh bother! ϥ should move my ears and wag my tails to prove that ϥ 

am dead!Ʌ and so he did.  Near-by some shepherds were herding cows.  They  spotted the 

crocodile and came running with sticks and bricks and chased the crocodile away!  The fox ran 

away thinking, ɄThat was a close call, dear! LetɅs get out of here!Ʌ 

The fox finally entered an egg -plant farm.  

Hungry was he surely  

He ate much me rrily  

Ouch! A thorn stuck in his snout  

He tried very hard to pull it out  

But nothing doing!  

He started bleeding!  

 

So he went to the barber and asked, ɄMr. 

Barber! Are you Ʉbout?  ϥf you are then 

please come out!Ʌ 

The barber was a good man. He came out 

and saw the fox and he felt sorry for the 

fox. He Said, ɄPoor Mr. Fox. You are in 

much pain! Let me get my tweezers and 

you will get relief in no timeɅ. But, no one 
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can predict accidents! While pulling the thorn with his tweezers the barber pulled it too hard and 

the foxɅs snout got sliced! 

The fox was all upset and furious. He kept shouting,  

ɄHooo-oo-wwwl! You foo -ooool!  

 Fix my nose fast. Else today is your last.Ʌ 

 

The good barber got very scared. He pleaded, ɄPlease forgive me! ϥ made a mistake. Please donɅt 

kill me!Ʌ So the fox said,Ʌ Okay. ϥ will let it go if you give me your tweezers as a penaltyɅ. 

So the barber reluctantly gave his tweezers to the fox.  The fox took the tweezers and said good -

bye to the barber and off he went. While he was passing by the potterɅs house, the potter called 

out to him, ɄHello Mr. Fox. WhatɅs that in your mouth?Ʌ The fox said, ɄϥtɅs only a pair of tweezers.Ʌ  

The potter needed tweezers for himself. So he said, ɄCome, let me see how good they are.Ʌ  The 

fox gave the tweezers to  him and the potter started examining it. Uh -oh! He broke the tweezers 

by mistake. The fox was very upset and he threatened the potter, ɄYou must give me back my 

tweezers intact!Ʌ Unfortunately, there was no black smith available in that village. The hapless 

Potter pleaded, ɅMr. Fox, ϥ am so sorry! Please forgive me!Ʌ The fox said, ɄOkay. Give me a clay-pot 

instead.Ʌ Potter gave the fox a nice clay-pot and breathed a sigh of relief.  The fox started walking 

again holding the clay -pot in his mouth. At that t ime, a wedding party was passing by.  They were 

blasting crackers and lighting fireworks.  A stray cracker hit the clay -pot and the clay pot 

shattered into pieces! The fox was very upset. He ran up to the groom and said, ɅHow dare you 

shoot crackers at me!  Give me back my clay -pot at once!Ʌ The groom was very scared. He said, 

ɅMr. Fox, ϥ am very sorry! Please forgive us. Please donɅt kill us!Ʌ The fox said, ɄNothing doing! You 

got to hand over your bride instead to me and you can go where everɅ.  Reluctantly the groom let 

the fox take his bride.  The fox took the bride and set off on his way.  He went to the drummerɅs 

house and called out, ɄMr. Drummer, please come out and gather your band members for a 

performance! I want to marry this girl. Keep this girl in your house while ϥ go get the priest.Ʌ And 

off he went in search of a priest.   

 

The poor bride was very tired and she dozed off sitting at the drummerɅs kitchen table. The 

drummerɅs wife was cutting some vegetable at the kitchen table with a big knife. The bride fell 

asleep while sitting and fell on the knife. She got sliced into pieces by the big sharp knife! 

DrummerɅs wife was shocked and scared to death. So she quickly hid the dead bride in a hay 

stack. Meanwhile, the fox came back with the priest.  The fox looked for the bride, and then 

demanded, ɄGet me my bride at once!Ʌ The drummerɅs wife started crying and pleading.  The fox 

was very angry. He said to the drummer,Ʌ You must give me your drum.Ʌ Hastily, the drummerɅs 

wife gave the drum to the fox and breathed a sigh of relief.  The fox took the drum and climbed 

up on a palm tree. He started playing the drum and sang,  

 

Ka-boom! Ka -boom!  

Egg-plant thorn got stuck in my snout ɀ ka-boom! Ka ɀboom!  

Pulled the thorn and sliced my nose ɀ Ka-boom! Ka -boom!  

Nose got sliced. Got me tweezers ɀ Ka-boom! Ka -boom!  

Tweezers broke. Got me a clay pot ɀKa-boom! Ka -boom!  

Clay-pot shattered. Got me a bride ɀ Ka-boom! Ka -boom!  

Bride got sliced. Got me a drum -Ka-boom! Ka-boom!  

Ka-boom -ka! Ka-boom -ka! Ka-boom! Ka -boom!  

 

The silly fox started dancing happily up on the tree top. And he slipped and -----------!!!! 
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ǖǼ̎ǵ ð ԚǼǸȆ Ǹ֧ 

 

ȭǹȄǼ ȁǘȓȄ Ǡ ȁǘȋǱȋǨ ǵȄ, ֛ԋǺ̋ ǸȄǱȄȀ ǸȅȁȋǱȋǨ ǧȄȅǼȅǳȋǢǑȭǾǷȄǽȆ ԝȋǽǼ ȭȀȐǼǹ ǗǼ ȀȄǳȄ ǢǺǽȄǼ ǖԛǸɝ 
ȀǺȄȁȄǼ ǼȄǴȄ ȅǸǨȄǵȄ ȁǘȋǱ ͟  ͊ ȭǬǼ ǶȄǘȋǱȋǨ Ǒ ǤǱǢȄǽ ǼȄȅʔȋǱ ϖȄǺȆ, ǾȄςȅȑ ǖǲǸȄ ǵǵȅǳǵȆ, ǢȄȁȄǼ 
Ȁȋˈ ȭǢȄǵǼǢǺ ǸǧȀȄ ȁȓ ǵȄǘ ǼȄǴȄǼ, ǻȄȁȄ ǻǣǵ Ǳǣǵ,  ȭȀǘǣȄȋǵ ʙȅǱȅǳǵ ǥʨȓȄ ǲȄȋǢ Ǒ ǾǼȆȋǼ ǸȄȑȅǱ 
ǚ˭ȄǶ ǵȄǘ, ǞǱǞǸ ΎǼ ȭǻ ȁȓ ǵȄǘ ǱȄȁȄ ǸǽȄǘ ǸȄϗϨǑ ǖϢ ȭǢȄȋǵȄǼǢǺ ȮǳȅȁǢ ȮǸǢϨ ǖǲǸȄ ʴȄȅ̇ Ǡ 
ǖԑǹǸ ǢȅǼȋǱȋǨ ǵȄ ȭȀ Ǒ  
ǸȄȅȁȋǼ ֕ȅ͊ ǵȄǘǑ ǗǢȄǾ ǶȅǼ͈ȄǼ Ǒ ֧ǵȆǽ Ǒ  
ǾȆǱ ǖǲǸȄ ǚ͍ǱȄ ȭǢȄǵǬȄǘ ȅǸǼȅʱǢǼ ǶǻɝȄȋȓ ǚǶǵȆǱ ȁȓǵȄǘǑ ǼȄǴȄǼ ǞǢǺȄʔ Ȁ̇Ȅǵ ȀȄǴǵ ȀҪǰɝ ֧  ͛ Ǒ  
ϖȄǺȆ Ǡ Ԛʔ Ǟǣǵ Ƕǻɝ̇Ǡ ǶȄȋǾǘ ȅǵʖȄȅǵǺʿǑ Ǳ ֓ ǼȄǴȄ ʪǢ ǢȅǼǽ ǗȅǩȋǢ ȭȀ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ  
ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ȭǱȄ ȅǢӫȋǱǘ ǼȄȅǴȋǸǵȄ Ǒ 
ǼȄǴȄ Ǘǩ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ Ǒ 
ǻ֨ɝ ȭǢ ǮȄȅǢȓȄ ǼȄǴȄ Ǹȅǽǽ, ' Ǘǩ ԅȅǺ ȭǳȅǼȋǱ ǚʪȋǸǑ ǢȄǼǰ ǗǺǘ ǖȋǵǢʹǰ ȅǸǨȄǵȄȋȓ ǲȄȅǢǸ Ǒ' 
ǖ̎ǢȄȋǼǼ ȀȅȁǱ ȭǢȄǲȄ ǸȅǽǸȄǼ ֧ȋǻȄǤ ȁǘǽ ǵȄǑ ȭǢǵǵȄ ǼȄǴȄǼ ȅȀ˷Ȅ̇ ʈȁǰ ǢȅǼǸȄǼ ԛȋǸɝǘ ǗǴȄǼ ȅǸǳȄȋȓ 
ǽǘȓȄȋǨ Ǒ  
ǶȄȅǣȋǢ ǮȄȅǢȓȄ Ǹȅǽǽ ǼȄǴȄ,ª ȭǱȄǺǼȄ Ǘǩ ӢǺ ǹȄ̍ȄȅǵȓȄ ǤȄǵ ǲȄǺȄǘǠǵȄǑ ǗǺǘ ǩȄȅǤȓȄ ǩȄȅǤȓȄ ςǘȓȄ 
ςǘȓȄ ȭȀǘ ǤȄǵ ʠǸǰ ǢȅǼǸ Ǒ © 
ȭǺǥ ȭǢ ǮȄȅǢȓȄ Ǹȅǽǽ, ©֨ǻɝ ȭǢ ȀȄȁȄϦ ǢǼǑ ǚȁȄȋǢ ֟ǢȄǘȓȄ ǼȄȋǣȄ ȭǱȄǺȄȋǳǼ ǾȄȑȆǼ ǖ˗ȋǽǑªȭǾǷȄǽȆȋǢ 
ǽʹʅ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǚǶȋǳǾ ȅǳȋǽȄ ©ǗǼ ǪȅȑȓȄ ǶȅǼȋȓȄ ǵȄǑ Ǻȋǰ ǢǼ ǼȄȅʔ ǶǼǹȄǱ ȁȓ ǵȄǘ Ǒª 
ȅǾȅǾǼ ȭǢ Ǹȅǽǽ, ©ԅȅǺ ȅǸҍ ȅǸҍ ȭǷȄǬȄȋȓ ǥȄȋȀǼ ǠǶȋǼ ǵȄȅǺȓȄ ǗȅȀȋǱ ǲȄǢ Ǒª 
ǻ֨ɝ ǢǲȄ ςȅǰǽ ǼȄǴȄǼ Ǒ ǖȋǵǢʹǰ ȭȀ ǗǢȄȋǾ ǚȅǳǱ ȁǘȋǽȄ ǵȄǑ ȭǺǥ ǗȅȀȓȄ ֧ǵȆǽ ǗǢȄǾ ǯȄȅǢȓȄ 
ǼȄȅǣǽǑ ǶȄȅǣǼȄ ǼȄȅʔ ȭǾȋǿǼ ǤȄǵ ʆǺȄǤǱ ǤȄȅȁȋǱ ǽȄȅǤǽ Ǒ  
ȭǾǷȄǽȆ ȭǸȄǓǬȄ Ǿ  ɦ ǢȅǼȓȄ Ǘ́ ǻɝ ǡΎȋ̀Ȅ ǽǘȓȄ ֕ȋʹ ȭǾȄǹȄ ǶȄǘȋǱ ǽȄȅǤǽǑ ȅǾȅǾǼ ȅǸҍ ǖǵǸǼǱ ǥȄȋȀǼ 
ǠǶǼ ǪȅȑȓȄ ǶȅȑȓȄ ǱȄȁȄȋǳǼ ǹȄȋǽȄǸȄȀȄȋȓ ȅȀʱ ǢȅǼǽ Ǒ  
ǼȄǴȄ ǗǽǺǼȄ ǹȄȅǦȓȄ ǞǶȄǾ ȁǘȋǱ ǠǶȄǾ ǤȑȄǘȓȄ ςǘǽ Ǒ ǘȋǱȄǺȋϡ ǸȄȅȑȋǱ ϗǽ͛Ȉǽ ǶȅȑȓȄ ȅǤȓȄȋǨ ǑӢǺ 
ǹȄȅǦȋǱ ȀǢȋǽǼǘ ȅǸ͚Ǽ ȅǸǽν ǥʨȓȄȋǨ ǗǩǑ ǵȄǺǱȄ ǗǼ ǗǳǾɝȅǽȅǶ ֖ȅǽȓȄ ȀȄǴǵ ԚϞ ԚϞ ǸȄȅȁȋǼ ԍȅ͊ 
ȅǵȋʹǶ ǢȅǼȋǱȋǨ Ǒ ǼȄǴȄǼ ϖȄǺȆ ǗȓȄȋǰǼ ȁȄȋǬ ǻȄǘǸȄǼ ȀǺȓ ǚǶȅ͛ǱǑ ǵǵȅǳǵȆ ȅǸϠȄǽȓ ǻȄǘȋǱ ʙϊǱǑ ʙǹȄǱȆ 
ǚǶȄȀǵȄǼ ȀȄˈ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǾȄςȅȑ ǭȄʹǼǖЀ ȅǳȋǵǼ ʙǲǺ ǗȁȄǼ Ǥȁɝǰ ǢȅǼȋǱ ǚ̐ȇǣ Ǒ  
ǖǲǧ ǼȄǴȄ ǱǣȋǵȄ ǾϦȄȋȓǑ ǼȄǴȄ Ǘǩ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ Ǒ  
ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ȭǱȄ ȅǢӫȋǱǘ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ ǼȄǴȄ Ǘǩ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ Ǒ  
©ȅǢ ȁǘȋǽȄ? ȁǘȋǽȄ ǬȄ ȅǢ? ȀǢȋǽǘ ȅǢ ǚǶǸȄȀȆ ȁǘȋǸ Ǘǩ? ϤȄǶȄǼǬȄ ȅǢӫȋǱǘ ȭǸȄǴǤϥ ȁǘȋǱȋǨ ǵȄ Ǒª 
ȀǺϖȋǼ ǾȄςȅȑ ǵǵȅǳǵȆ Ǡ ϖȄǺȆǼ ϤȄʹǽ ʙ  ̈́ Ǒ 
ǼȄǴȄǼ ȅǸҍǺȄʔ αȋʹǶ ȭǵǘ Ǒ ǾϦȄ ȀȄȅǼȓȄ ȭȀ Ǻ̈Ǽ ǤȅǱȋǱ ǺȄȅǱȋǱ ǵȄȅǺǽǑ ǥȋǼǼ ȭǢȄǰȄȋȓ ǼȅʹǱ ǢǽȅȀ 
ǣȄǵȄ ǢȄǓȋǣ ǽǘȓȄ ǴȆȋǼ ǴȆȋǼ ԚʹȋǼǼ ȅǳȋǢ ǴȄȅǸǱ ȁǘȋǽȄ Ǒ  
©Ԛʔ ȅǢ ǗǺȄǼ ȅǸǵȄ ǗȁȄȋǼǘ ǢȄȋǩ ǻȄǘȋǸ Ǘǩ?ªǼȄǴȄ ȅǵξ˭ǼǑ ǾȄςȅȑ ыǴ Ǒ  
©Ǹȅǽ КȋǬȄ ȭǳǺȄǤ ȭǢȄǲȄ ȁǘȋǱ ǗȅȀǽ?  ȁǘǽ ǬȄ ȅǢ?ªǼȄǴȄ ȅǵξ˭ǼǑ ϖȄǺȆ ȅǸȅϖǱǑ  
©ǸǚǭȄǵ, ǗǺȄǼ ǶȄǭǾȄǽȄȋȓ ǻȄǘǸȄǼ ȀǺȓ ȁǘǽǑªǼȄǴȄ ȅǵξ˭ǼǑ ǵǵȅǳǵȆ ȅǸǿ˨Ǒ ȅǧȅ̇ǱǑ  
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ԚʹǼ ǥȄȋǬ ǗȅȀȓȄ ǩȋǽ ǶȄ ӼǸȄǘȓȄ ӫǶ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǸȅȀȓȄ ǗȋǨ ǼȄǴȄǑ Ƕ́ȄȋǱ ȅǺȅǽǱ ǢȋˤǼ ͼ˙ǵ ǵȓ-  
ǼȆȅǱǺȋǱȄ ȅǧִǢȄǼǑ ǘȅǱǺȋϡ ǱȆʛ ȅǸǽȄȋǶǼ ǺȄϡȋǺ ǶȄǼȄ-ʙȅǱȋǸȅǾǼ ǢȋȓǢǩǵȋǢ ǞǢȅʔǱ ǢȅǼȓȄȋǨ ǾȄςȅȑǑ 
ǼȄǴȄ ȅǵȅǸɝǢȄǼǑ ǩȋǽǼ ȅǳȋǢ ԍȅ͊ ȅǵȋʹǶ ǢȅǼȓȄ ӨǶǧȄǶ ǸȅȀȓȄ ǗȋǨ ȭȀ Ǒ ԚǓʨ, ǸӮȅǼ, ǣȅǽȀȄ, ǗǼ 
ǢȄǩǽȆ ǪȄǓǢ ǸȄȅǴȓȄ ȭǳȐȑȄǘȓȄ ǗȋȀ ǼȄǴȄǼ ǶȄȋȓǼ ǢȄȋǨǑ  
©ǻȄǠ, ȭǱȄǺǼȄ ǞǘǸȄǼʨ ȀȋǼȄǑ ȭǱȄǺȄȋǳǼ ǢȄȁȄȋǼȄ ǩϢ ǗȁȄǼ Ǘȅǵ ǵȄǘ ǗȅǩȋǢ Ǒª 
ǺȄȋǨǼȄ Ǳ ֓ ȀȄǵȋ̋ ȅǮǤǸȄǩȆ ǣȄȓǑ ǼȄǴȄǼ ǚǶȅ͛Ǳǘ ǱȄȁȄȋǳǼ ǧ˗ǽ ǢȋǼǑ ǖϢ ȅǢӫ ǧȄȋȁ ǵȄ ǱȄȁȄǼȄ Ǒ  
ǗǢȄȋǾǼ ȅǳȋǢ ԍȅ͊ ȅǵȋʹǶ ǢȋǼ ǼȄǴȄǑ ֙ǣ ʨȅǶȓȄ ǻ֨ɝ ȁȄȋȀ Ǒ  
©ǼȄǤ ǢȅǼȓȄǨ?ª ֨ȋǻɝǼ ʙ  ̈́ Ǒ ©ȭǢǵ, ǗȋǼǢӶ ȅǸǽν Ȁȅȁǽ ǵȄ ȭǱȄǺȄǼ? ©ǖȅǹǺȄǵ-  ȅǸѐ̟ ϖȋǼ ǼȄǴȄǼ 
ȅǩ˕ȄȀȄǑ©ȭʹȋǱǼ ǾϬȀ֚ȋȁ ԍȅ͊ ֓ǽȄǘȋǽǘ ֓ȅǪȋǸ ǗǼ ֪֙Ǳɝ ǢȄǽ ȅǸǽν ȁǘȋǽ ȅǢ ǥʨǱǑª 
ǼȄǴȄ ԚʹǼǶȄȋȑ ֛ǱʙȄȋȓ ǾϬȋʹʔ ǖǸȋǽȄǢǵ ǢȋǼǑ ©ǚȁȄǼȄ ǸȄǓȅǧȋǸ ȭǱȄ?ª ǼȄǴȄ ȅǧȅ̇Ǳ Ǒ  
©ԅȅǺ ǞǢǸȄǼ ȁȄȅȀȋǽǘ ǚȁȄǼȄ ǗǸȄǼ ǩȄȅǤȓȄ ǚʪȋǸ Ǒª  
ǼȄǴȄ ǳȄǓȑȄǘȓȄ ǶȅȑǽǑ ȅǵȋǩǼ ǧȄȅǼȅǳȋǢ ǞǢǶȄǢ ӢȅǼȓȄ Ǻǰ ӝȅǽȓȄ ȁȄ ȁȄ ǢȅǼȓȄ ȁȄȅȀȓȄ ǚʪǽǑ ǱȄȁȄǼ ԋǘ 
ǸȄϗ ԋǘ ȅǳȋǢ ֢ϢȋǱ ʙȀȄȅǼǱ Ǒ  
ǼȄǴȄ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ Ǒ 
Ȁ֓ǩ ǾϬȋʹʔ ȭǻǵ ǞǘǺȄʔ ӢǺ ȁǘȋǱ ǩȄȅǤȓȄ ǚʪǽǑ ǵȅȑȓȄǧȅȑȓȄ ȭȀȄǩȄ ȁǘȓȄ ǳȄǓȑȄǘȓȄ Ƕȅȑǽ ǱȄȁȄǼȄǑ 
ǼȄǴȄ ȁǭȄִ ǗȅǸ͈ȄǼ ǢȅǼǽ ǱȄȁȄǼ ϖȄǺȆ ǗȅȀȓȄ ԋǘ ǥȄȑ ǴȅǼȓȄ ǪȄǓǢȄǘȋǱȋǨ ǱȄȁȄȋǢ Ǒ 
ȭǧȄȋǣǼ Ȁ̮ȇȋǣ ǾȄςȅȑ ǖȅʿԍȅ͊ ǗǼ Ǣʪǵ ǸȄǢʅǸȄǰ ȅǳȓȄ ǱȄȁȄǼ ȀҪǰɝ ǾǼȆȋǼǵ ϗǽ ԝǬȄǘȋǱȋǨ ǑǵǵȅǳǵȆ 
ǖȅǹǺȄȋǵ ʆ̋ǵ ǢȅǼȋǱȋǨ ǑǼȄǴȄ Ǳ ֓ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ Ǒ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ Ǒ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ Ǒ ǼȄǴȄ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ Ǒ 
ǼȄǴȄǼ Ȁȋˈ ǱȄǽ ȅǺǽȄǘȓȄ ȅǾǼȅǾǼ ǢȅǼȓȄ ȁȄǠȓȄ ǸȅȁȋǱȋǨ Ǒ 
ԚʹȋǼǼ ǩǽ ȭǨȄǬ ȭǨȄǬ ǱǼˈ ԅȅǽȓȄ ȅǣǽȅǣǽ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǹȄȅˈȓȄ ǶȅȑȋǱȋǨ Ǒ 
ǶȄȅǣǼȄ ȅǢȅǧǼȅǺȅǧǼ Ǿȋ̞ ǖԛǸɝ ֧ȋǼǼ ǪˆȄǼ ֩ȅ͊ ǢȅǼȓȄȋǨ ǑǺȄȋǨǼȄ ǵȄȅǧȋǱȋǨ-  ǹȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ-  ӼȅǸȋǱȋǨ Ǒ 
ԝȋǽǼȄ ǶȄǱȄǼ ȀȅȁǱ ǞǢǱȄ ȭǥȄǿǰȄ ǢȅǼȓȄ ֛ԋǹȄȋǸ ǺȄǲȄ ǵȄȑȄǘȋǱȋǨ Ǒ 
ǼȄǴȄ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ ǑȭʆȄǴȄȅεǱ ϖȄǺȆ ǗǨȄȑ ȅǳȓȄ ǹȄȋǱǼ ȁȄǓȅȑ ǹȄȅˈȓȄ Ǘ֖  ɦ ǖǸ͛ȄȋǱǘ 
ȁȄȋǬǼ Ƕȋǲ ǻȄʔȄ ςξ ǢȅǼǽ ǑǾȄςȅȑǼ ȅǸǽȄǶ ǗǼ ǗȅǹǾȄǶ ǚˌǽȋȓ ǸȄȅǩȋǱ ǲȄȋǢ ǑǹȆǱ ǵǵȅǳǵȆ ǞǢ-ǶȄ 
ԋǘ-ǶȄ ǢȅǼȓȄ ʙȅǱȋǸǾȆǼ ǸȄȅȑ ȀȅǼȓȄ Ƕȋȑ ǑԚʔ ȀȄǴǵ Ǘȋ͚ Ǘȋ͚ ǗȅȀȓȄ ǳȄǓȑȄȓ ԚʹȋǼǼ ȅǢǵȄǼȄȓ Ǒ 
ǼȄǴȄ Ǳ ֓ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ǑǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ȭǱȄ ȅǢӫȋǱǘ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ Ǒ 
ǼȄǴȄ Ǘǩ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ǑǼȄǴȄǼ ǺȄǲȄǬȄ ȁǭȄִ ǞǢ ǶȄǢ ӢȅǼȓȄ ǻȄȓ Ǒ 
ǸǺȋǵǼ ǘˏȄ ǞǢǸȄǼ ֓Ǣ ǧȄȅǶȓȄ ǚʪȓȄ ǗȋȀǑ ȭǢȄȋǵȄǺȋǱ ǱȄȁȄ ǳǺǵ ǢȋǼ ȭȀ Ǒ 
ǺȄʨȋǱ ǸȅȀȓȄ Ƕȋȑ ǼȄǴȄǑ ǗǸȄǼ ǱִʹǰȄִ ǚʪȓȄ ǳȄǓȑȄȓǑ ȭȀ ȭǻ ǖ֧͛ ǵȋȁ ȭȀǘ Ȁ̩ ȋǢɝ ȭȀ ǖǸǤǱ Ǒ 
ǩȆǸȋǵǼ ȀǸǧȄǘȋǱǘ ֧ ͛ ʙȅʆȓȄ ϖȄǹȄȅǸǢǹȄȋǸǘ ȭǻ ǖ֧͛ǱȄǼ ǩ  ̐ ȭǳȓ ǼȄǴȄ ȭǢǸǽ ǱȄȁȄǘ ǖԑǹǸ ǢȅǼǽ 
ǞǢǸȄǼǑ ֧ǱǼȄǔ ȭȀ ǹȆǱ ǵȋȁ Ǒ 
©ǺȄ ǗǺȄǼ яǴȄ ǽȄȅǤȓȄȋǨǑªԌǼ ȁǘȋǱ ȭǢ ȭǻǵ ǗǸȄǼ Ǹȅǽǽ, ©ǺȄ ǗǺȄǼ ӝǸ яǴȄ ǽȄȅǤȓȄȋǨ Ǒª 
ǼȄǴȄǼ Ϙǳȋȓ ǞǢǬȄ ǸȑǼǢǺ ȭǱȄǽǶȄȑ ςξ ȁǘǽǑ ǾȄ̇ Ȁ֙ȋʖ ȁǭȄִ ǚǶȅ͛Ǳ ȁǘǽ ʙǧ˦ ǪȋȑǼ ǱȄǸ˦ 
ǑԚʔȋǢ ֓ȋǢ ǩȑȄǘȓȄ ȭȀ ǞǢԍȅ͊ȋǱ ǱȄǢȄǘȓȄ Ǽȅȁǽ ǩȋǽǼ ȅǳȋǢ Ǒ 
ǱȄǼǶǼ ǗǢȄȋǾǼ ȅǳȋǢ Ǒ ȋ֨ǻɝǼ ȅǳȋǢ ǑǱȄǼǶǼ ǤȄǨ, ǶȄȅǣ, ԝǽ, ǶȄǱȄǼ ȅǳȋǢ ǑǼȄǴȄ ǱȄȁȄǼ ǧȄȅǼȅǳǢ 
ǤǹȆǼǹȄȋǸ ȅǵǼȆʹǰ ǢȅǼȋǱ ǲȄȋǢ ǑǞǢǬȄ ǢȄǢ ǚȅȑȓȄ ǗȅȀȓȄ ӶǶ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǞǢǣȄǵ ȭǨȄ˜ ǶȄǢȄ ȭвȋǶ ȭǷȅǽȓȄ 
ȭǤǽ ǼȄǴȄǼ ȭǢȄȋǽǑ ԋǘ ȁȄȋǱ ǱȄȁȄ ӝȅǽȓȄ ǼȄǴȄ ԚȋʔǼ ֙ȋǣ ԚȅǼȓȄ ȅǳǽǑ ȀȄǴȋǵǼ яǴȄ ǱȄȁȄȋǱ ȅǺʨǽ ǵȄ Ǒ  
ǼȄǴȄ ǺȄǨǼȄǦȄȋǢ ǮȄȅǢȓȄ Ǣȅȁǽ, ©ԚʹȋǼǼ ǺϡǣȄȋǵ ȭǻ ǾȄǶǽȄ ǪȄȑ, ǱȄȁȄǼ Ǻϡ ȁǘȋǱ ȀǸǧȄǘȋǱ Ǹȑ ǯʅȄǓǶǬȄ 
ԅȅǽȓȄ Ǘǵ ǗǺȄǼ Ȁ̇ȄȋǵǼ ǩϢǑª ǯʅȄǓǶǬȄ ǗǢȄȋǼ ֕ȁִ-  яǴȄ ȅǵǸȄǼȋǰǼ ǩϢ ǻȋǲ͊Ǒ ȅǢβ ǼȄǴȄǼ Ԛʔ 
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ǱȄȁȄǼ ȅǢȅ˗ִǺȄʔ ǹʹǰ ǢȅǼǽ Ǒ©ǺȄ ǗǺȄǼ ӝǸ яǴȄ ǶȄǘȓȄȋǨǑ ԅȅǺ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ?ª 
ǧԅǲɝ Ǹǿɝ ȀǺȄ̔ ǢȅǼȓȄȋǨ ȀȄǴǵǑ ǚȁȄǼ ǚǳȋǼ Ǟǣǵ ʙǧ˦ яǴȄǑ ǤȄȋǨǼ ȀȄǺȄϢ ǟ Ƿǽ ȭǢǺǵ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǶȄȅǼȋǸ 
Ǟǘ яǴȄ ȅǵ֕˭ ǢȅǼȋǱ?  
©ǺȄ ԅȅǺ ǼȄȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ?ª֓Ǣ ǹȄȅˈȓȄ ǻȄǘȋǱ ǧȄȋȁ Ǒ ǗǼ ֓ȅǪ ǶȄǼȄ ǻȄǘȋǸ ǵȄ Ǒ Ǳ ֓ ȭǢȄȋǵȄǺȋǱ ǼȄǴȄ Ǣȋȁ 
©ǵȄǑªǼȄǴȄ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ȭǱȄ ȅǢӫȋǱǘ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ 
ǼȄǴȄ Ǘǩ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ 
ȀȄǴǵȋǢ Ǹȋʹ ǧȄȅǶȓȄ ԚʹǼǥȄǬ ȁǘȋǱ ǼȄǴȄ ǷȋǽǼ ǸȄǤȄȋǵǼ ǤȁȆȋǵ ǧȅǽȓȄ ǗȋȀǑ ȭǩȄȑȄȀǵ ǢȄʨȓȄ ǥȄȋȀǼ 
ǚǶǼ ǸȅȀȓȄ ԚʔȋǢ ȭǢȄȋǽǼ ǚǶǼ ȭǾȄǠȓȄǘȓȄ ȭǳȓǑ ǱȄǼǶǼ ǞǢǸȄǼ ǞǘȅǳǢ ǞǢǸȄǼ ǟȅǳǢ ȀǱǢɝǱȄǼ ȀȅȁǱ 
ԍȅ͊ ȅǵȋʹǶ ǢȋǼǑ ǗȋǾǶȄȋǾ ȭǢȁǘ ǵȄǘǑ ȁȄǠȓȄǼ ǳȄǶȋǬ ǩȄǺξǽ ǗǼ ǢȄǓǭȄǽ ǤȄǨͼȅǽǼ ǮȄǽǶȄǱȄ 
ǵȅȑȓȄǧȅȑȓȄ ǼȄǴȄǼ ǧȄȅǼȅǳȋǢ ǞǢǬȄ ֛ԋ ȭǸ͊ǵȆǼ ֩ȅ͊ ǢȋǼǑ ǼȄǴȄ Ǘȋ͚ Ǘȋ͚ ֓ȋǢǼ ǢȄǶȑ ȀǼȄȓǑ ȭǣȄǽȄ 
ǗǢȄȋǾǼ ȅǵȋǧǱȄȁȄǼ ǚ̐ȇ ɦ ǸȋʹǼ ֧ԍȒ Ǡ ֧Ԛ͊ ͚ǵ֜Ǥǽ ȋ֨ǻɝǼ ǗȋǽȄȋǱ ǪǽǺǽ ǢȋǼǑ ǼȄǴȄ ǱȄȁȄǼ ǸȄǺ 
͚ǵ֕̇ Ȁ̇ȄȋǵǼ ֙ȋǣ ԅȅǽȓȄ ȭǳȓǑ ǗǼ ǱȄȁȄǼ ǳȅʹǰ ȁ ͚ ǖǵǸǼǱ ȀȄǴȋǵǼ ǺȄǲȄ, Өǽ, ǢǶȄǽ ǗǼ ǧȋʹ 
ǗǳǼ ȅǸǽȄǘȋǱ Ϥ  ͚ ǲȄȋǢǑ ǖǵǹʅ͚ ȀȄǴǵ ʙǲǺ ǢȋȓǢ ϗ֙Ǳɝ ǥǬǵȄǼ ǗǢȅ͢ǢǱȄȓ ǧǺǢȄǘȓȄ ǻȄȓǑ ǱȄȁȄǼ ǶǼ 
ǴȆȋǼ, ӝǸ ǴȆȋǼ ȭȀ ǺȄȋȓǼ ͚ǵǢȅǽ ǖȅǱ Ǘʈȋȁ ֙ȋǣǼ ȅǹǱǼ ǬȄȅǵȓȄ ǽȓǑ ʙǲȋǺ ǞǢӶ, ǱȄǼǶǼ ǗǼǠ 
ǞǢӶ ȭǩȄȋǼ, ǱȄǼǶǼ ȀǺ͚ Ǿȅʱ ȅǳȓȄ ȀȄǴǵ ǱȄȁȄǼ ȀǸǧȄǘȋǱ ȅǵǼȄǶǳ ǣȄϠ ǺȄȋȓǼ ǾǼȆǼ ȁǘȋǱ ςȅǿȓȄ 
ǽǘȋǱ ȭǧ͊Ȅ ǢȋǼǑǼȄǴȄ ȅǧȅ̇ǱǑ ǼȄǴȄ ǚ̐ȇǣǑ ȅǢӫǘ ǥʨȋǱȋǨ ǵȄǑ Ǟǣǵ ȭȀ ǢȆ ǢȅǼȋǸ? ȭǺξǳ˦ ȭȀȄǩȄ 
ǢȅǼȓȄ ȁȄǓӶ ǨȑȄǘȓȄ ǗȋǼȄ ǗǼȄǺ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǸȋȀ ǼȄǴȄǑ ǧȄȅǼȅǳȋǢ ǞǢǸȄǼ ԍȅ͊ ֓ǽȄȓǑ ǳȄǓȋǱ ǳȄǓȋǱ ǧȄȅǶȓȄ, ǳȄǓȋǱ 
ȭǭȄǓǬ ǧȄȅǶȓȄ ǼȄǴȄ ȅǢӫ ǢȄǺǵȄ ǢȋǼ-ǘˏȄ ǢȋǼǑ ǗǼ ʪǢ Ǳяȅǰǘ ǱȄȁȄ ǥȋǬǑ ǪǰɝȄǼ ǺȋǱȄ ͵ǽ ͵ǽ ǢȅǼȓȄ, 
ȀǺ͚ ǾǼȆǼ ȅǾǼȅǾǼ ǢȅǼȓȄ ǢȄǓǶȄǘȓȄ ǢȄǓǶȄǘȓȄ, ԋǘ ǶȄȑ ̘ȄȅǸǱ ǢȅǼȓȄ, ǸȄǓǴǹȄˈȄ ǸϢȄǼ ǺȋǱȄ ǵȄȅǺȓȄ ǗȋȀ 
ȅǢӫ ǱȄȁȄǼ Ǹ  ́ ȭǹǳ ǢȅǼȓȄǑǼȄǴȄ ǱȄǢȄȓ Ȁ̇ȄȋǵǼ ֙ȋǣǼ ȅǳȋǢǑ ȅǣǽȅǣǽ ǢȅǼȓȄ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨ ȀȄǴǵ ǗǼ ǱȄȁȄǼ 
ȅʆȓȄǾȆǽ ȭǭȄǓȋǬǼ ԋǘ Ǣǿ ǸȅȁȓȄ ȀȄǳȄ ȀȄǳȄ ԋȋǴǼ ȭǷǵȄ ǪȅǼȓȄ ǶȅȑȋǱȋǨ ǺȄʨȋǱ ӶǶ ӶǶ ǢȅǼȓȄǑ 
ǼȄǴȄ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑȀȄǴǵ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ 
ȭǺǥ ǗȅȀȓȄ ǻ֨ɝȋǢ ǯȄȅǢȓȄ ǼȄȅǣȓȄȋǨǑǞǢ ǶȄȋȓ ǳȄǓȑȄǘȓȄ ǳȄǓȑȄǘȓȄ ǾȄȅǽǢ ȅǸʠȄǺ ǽǘȋǱȋǨǑ ֛ԋǺ̋ ǸȄǱȄȀ 
ǸȅȁȋǱȋǨǑǼȄǴȄ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ 
ȀȄǴǵ ȁȄȅȀȋǱȋǨǑ 
ǼȄǴȄ ʪǢ ǢȅǼȓȄȋǨ ǗȅǩȋǢ ȭȀ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ 
ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄ ȭǱȄ ȅǢӫȋǱǘ ǼȄǓȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ 
ǼȄǴȄ ǗǼ ǼȄȅǴȋǸ ǵȄǑ 
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ON INSTIN CT, INTUITION AND SIXTH SENSE by Mita Mukherjee  

Sixth -sense :  It was dark, a fog was rolling in; I could feel it in my bones.  

ϥt was only six oɅclock in the evening, but the darkness that crowded into the room was un-

natural. I had been working late trying  to finish up the research work that I had been working on. 

The boss was getting a bit antsy and had been giving me a lecture on diligence and in -depth 

studies etc. So I was determined to finish my work that evening.  

Suddenly the overhead light blinked a c ouple of times and went out.  

 

My office was in an old building in Kolkata. It used to be bungalow in the British times, where a 

British official may have lived with his family; in its heyday bright chandeliers hung from the 

ceiling, Persian carpets : covered the wooden floors, Mahogany furniture resplendent in their 

shine used to be scattered  around the house.Now the house was like a shell, waiting to be 

devoured by the modern times, if only the walls could talk!  

 

I had been very surprised when my boss showe d me the house and said we would be 

temporarily shifting there, while a brand new office was going to be built for us in the back yard 

adjoining the house.Once the new offices were built, this house would be razed to the ground 

and a modern structure would  be built in its place.  

 

My computer screen, glared at me for a few seconds and then it too went out!  

ɈGreat!ɉ ϥ thoughtɁɈmust be a power outage!ɉ 

 

My first thought was that, these old houses probably have faulty wiring, hopefully my computer 

didnɅt get wrecked, and in that case all my hard work would go down the drain.   

ɈGRRR! Here I was almost done, just a couple of finishing touches, and I would have concluded 

my paper.ɉ ɈThere has to be a flash light or candle somewhereɉ ϥ thought. 

 

As I scraped back, my chair , I felt a sudden ɈWHOOSHɉ of air as the door to the outside hallway,   

shut itself with a loud thud, as if someone had forcefully shut it. Then a sudden creaky noise 

made the  hair on my neck stand on their end, and a cold chill enveloped me ---The old 

mahogany armoire, the only furniture left over from British timeɅs-- gaped open slowly, creaking 

ominously,  behind me! I was petrified!  

 

 ɈHow did those sturdy doors open up? ϥ had tried them before and they were firmly locked!  

All sensible thoughts  had deserted my brain ---I was caught in a time warp. All of a sudden I could 

feel the house wake up around me. Bright lanterns sent light and shadows around me, ladies 

dressed in gowns whispered in their British accents, the gentlemen wearing pantaloons a nd 

shiny boots walked around!  

I shook my head Ɂwas I dreaming?  

 

No I was in my office, sitting in the darkness, but the darkness was no longer menacing, there 

was a sliver of light coming through the crack in between the curtains, I was no longer turned to 

stone!  I looked around as a yellowed piece of paper fluttered out of the open armoire, I picked it 

up and went to see where it had come from, somehow my hand went straight to the bottom 

shelf and a felt something solid.  

 

It felt like a hard bound book. As  soon as I took it out and turned my back on the armoire, the 

doors creaked shut!  
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Somehow not feeling afraid anymore, I groped towards the door of the room, almost afraid to 

open it, because the thought came to my mind that I might be locked in the room fo r the night!  

However as soon as I touched the handle it opened without a protest. In the faint light that was 

coming through, I packed up my bag and computer, very gently put the book in my bag and 

headed home.Once outside, I sighed with relief!  

 

However t he whole episode had a dream like quality Ɂhad I dreamt it all?  

 

No ɀthe piece of paper and the book was evidence that something or someone had wanted me 

to find the book.I stayed up all night trying to decipher the book, it was yellowed and had holes 

and cracks between pages; It turned out to be a diary of a young woman, named Philippa,  who 

had married a colonel, in the British Army and set up house in my mysterious house. She had 

lost her husband at some point but had elected to stay back in India; establi shed a school in the 

house; At one time it must have been a lively little place.  

I felt as if the house was reaching out to me to save it from destruction Ɂϥ didnɅt know if ϥ could, 

but I would surely TRY!!  

That episode reminded me that I do possess a ɀsixth sense! 

 

Instinct :  Instinct, I think is a basic programing in humans. In animals it manifests as an 

awareness of danger, which could be another animal, or a storm or an earthquake or tsunami 

etc. 

In persons it is more of a like/dislike factor, instinctiv ely we gravitate towards other people who 

think alike, or we stay away from people we donɅt feel comfortable with; We have likes and 

dislikes towards food, clothes, habitat etc.  

 

Intuition :  Intuition has been called our greatest resource, and a way to dis cover our inner 

wisdom; many authors have expounded on how to hone oneɅs intuition so it would be easy to 

predict events.  

 

A simple example is when you stand in front of a bank of elevators, and without consciously 

thinking about it, you know which one wou ld open; or  you are thinking about a friend, and 

havenɅt heard from them for years and lo and behold, they call up that afternoon!  

I have heard of a true story about a young man, who was travelling on a train, to Madras 

(Chennai as it is called now), and  he got off at a station to get some food, and all of a sudden the 

train started moving and he ran after it, he almost had a foot on top of the bottom stair, when a 

weird feeling came over him;  

 

He just let go and stepped back on the platform; He was feel ing frustrated with himself, thinking 

of having to get another ticket, all his luggage left on the train etc.  

 

Imagine his surprise when he found out that the train had derailed in the middle of the night, 

leaving hundreds dead and wounded! One of the wors t train disasters in history of Indian 

Railways. 

 

Some authors say that intuition can be developed by using alternate thinking and focusing the 

mind in a different way.  

 

We become like automatons, going through the everyday tasks, watching TV, playing with  our 

phones so that we ignore the vast resource that the MIND --has to offer.  

Just wanted to present a little insight about instinct, intuition and sixth sense.  
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Memories of Oia, Santorini by Ahana Nandy 

Unicorn, by Rajarshi Bose 
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MY PROGRESS, MY COMMUNϥTYɅS CONTRϥBUTϥON  by Navajyoti Ray 

Barman (Meet)  Duke University  

 

It seems like any time I accompany my parents to a Bengali party nowadays, interested aunties 

and uncles always approach me very enthusiastically, asking for updates on my studies and 

extracurricular. A lo t of the times, parents ask me for recommendations on their own childrenɅs 

academic endeavors. DonɅt get me wrong, ϥɅm honored to be of any help.  

ϥ have some work to do personally, but ϥ can nonetheless say ϥɅm content with my academic place 

and path. Wha t ϥɅd like to expose in this article is that while many people thought that ϥ did 

everything on my own to reach my current standing, that statement is false.  

Of course, my parents supported me through the long nights in high school when I would come 

home from school at 9 PM after many hours of extracurricular and leadership activities, just to 

do my homework Ʉtil about 2 or 3 AM.   Many times ϥ would even get upset with them for staying 

up with me for that long, refusing to go to bed until I myself was rea dy to sleep. I appreciate that 

a lot now. But it was through the support of this Bengali community that I received through my 

middle and high school years that also encouraged me to never hold back in my passions and 

endeavors. Sure, I had academic drive, but ϥ donɅt believe that defines me as Meet.  

This community and its various functions provided an outlet for me to share whatever new 

passion or hobby I took on, which for me, turned out to be mostly musical. For those who may 

be reading this, if you thin k back to Milonee functions 3 or 4 years ago, I would be the lanky, 

long-haired boy who shyly straggled onto the auditorium stage with a guitar; my first real, self -

initiated attempts at performing for people.  

I look back on those days now, and I can hone stly say it is through the praise, encouragement, 

and love I felt from members of this community that bolstered my confidence and prompted me 

to play guitar for a number of Durga Pujas every October.  

 

With the newfound enthusiasm for performance that the Bengali community had provided me, I 

even got a few of my friends to perform with me at several pujas; some performances turned 

out fun, and others, well, were probably only fun for us and not the audience.  

 Those Milonee performances were a safe haven for  me to explore my growing passion for 

music, and the enthusiasm of the community granted me the self -confidence to pursue bolder 

musical endeavors in high school. The truth is, if the community, including my parents, was any 

less open -minded or accepting t o new experiences or ideas, ϥ wouldnɅt have continued guitar or 

started rapping. Those small, seemingly casual performances at Puja secretly prepared me to a 

great extent to perform at outside venues, including schools and restaurant, both as a solo 

perfor mer and as a part of my high school band.  

  

And so, when parents go on to praise my seemingly amazing solo achievements, ϥ canɅt help but 

be humbled by the fact that any of the achievements of the younger generation is spurred by the 

love and affectionate attentiveness of the older community we are surrounded by. Now, when I 

come home from Duke, and go to the various Bengali functions and parties, I find myself smiling 

each time at the thought of how lucky I am to have grown up in a community like this. The  love 

and respect I continue to receive from the community is what inspires me ɀ really, any of us ɀ to 

continue doing what we love to the best of our ability.  

 

I still have a long way to go, but it is with your blessings I look toward the future with exc itement 

and hope.  
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MAGGI ǶȄǓǧȄȅǽ ®ľŐŞļŏ ŇŏŞ 

 [ŁŏĸĭŖľŇ ĭŏŖĳ ġŀŒŖŇŏĿ ňȖő ŁŏĞĲŏŐňŇ Ņļŀ ŋŒŇ ĭŖŇ ŁŜŒŀ]...] 
 

İŖŇ İŖŇ ŌŏŌŏĭŏŇ, ŃŒĭ ńŇŏ ŃǝĽŏ, 

Ÿŉŏŀ ŋŖŃ ŃŐň ĢŐĴ Maggi ǵļĭĽŏ ] 

Ÿņ Ĵŀ ŁŐŜŖŃ ǵļ ŐľŞŏ ǳŏĻ Ņŀ, 

ġɳŁœĻƨŏ-Ň ĭŔŁŏ ľŔŐɦ ŁŏģŖŃ ġŀŒȖĻ!  

ġįŏĿ ŋŒ̮ŏľŒ Maggi ĢŐŋň ĴőŃŖŀ, 

ŅļƨŃŏŋő ŁŐŜŖňŏ ŸǳŖŅ, ŐŀŐʧɫ ŅŖŀ ] 

ńŏļ Ĺŏň ŇŏĞŐĿŃŏŇ ŀŏŐŌ ǳŖŞŏĴŀ, 

ľŒŐŅŐŀŖķ Maggi ŌŞ, ĮŒŐŉ ĴŀįĻ!  

ŐŁļŏŅŏļŏ ŇŏŐį ĭŖŌŀ Įŏī ńŏļ ŃŖŋ, 

Őŉ̛įĻ Maggi ĲŏŞ, ŸłŏŖň įŏň ŸŇŏŖŊ!  

ġļĠŁŇ ŐŁļŏŅŏļŏ ŅŏŐŀŞŏ Ÿŀŀ ŌŏŇ, 

Maggi -Ň ŐĴļ ŌŞ, ġŐļ ġŐŃĲŏŇ ] 

İŖŇ İŖŇ ̛  ̗ ŌŞ Maggi-Ň ĴŞ įŏŀ, 

ġŐŃŐľļ ŅļƨŃŏŋő ŁŒňŐĭļ ǳŏĻ ] 

ľŒŐŅŐŀŖķ Maggi ŇŏĞŖĿŏ ŋŌĴ ĥŁŏŞ, 

ŸĳŖň ŃŒŖŜŏ ŋĭŖňģ ĮŒŐŉ ŅŖŀ ĮŏŞ!  

ŸŌŏŖʿŖň Maggi Ÿņŀ ŅŏŖŞŇ ĢŐŉŃƨŏľ, 

ȖŒľŏļƨ ĳŏǭŖľŇ Ńɲ Ģļƨŀŏľ] 

Ÿńŏňŏńŏňŏ ǳĴŏįĻ ŇŏŖĮŀŏ ĮŃŇ, 

ĴŏŖŀŀŏ ĮŒĞŐŜŖĳ ļŏŇŏ ŐŀŖĴŇ ĭŃŇ!  

ňŐȖŖŇ ĥŖŁȖŏ ĭŐŇ, ĹŏŐĭŖļŖĳ ņŅ, 

Ÿȯ̮ŏŞ ŐŃŊ Łŏŀ, ŌŏŞ ŃŒŐĵŖļ ġȖŅ!  

ŸńĴŏň ŸĮŖŞ ŃŜ ŌŞ ŅļƨŃŏŋőŇ ĳŏŀŏ, 

ŐŃ̛ɛ ĭŏŌŏŖŇ ĭŞ Ÿŀģ ļŏŖľŇ Ĵŏŀŏ!  

 

ŅŗťŃŖ ŎŖť: Ļɻ ĻŖŌŝŐŅňřŎ, ňţŖŝŐŖŇŖ ŒŚŝǴ ΉĶƯŖňřŎ, ſŊŇŖŎŒ, ĻŖňŖŇ ķřŝŎ ĩĻ ĴŌƯŒŚŝǴ œŏǤŖɭŊŖŒŘ Ê 

ĴŖŝĻŎ ŉŖĥŝĴ ŉŖĥŝĴ ĺţŖ ſŏĵŖ İĴľŖ ſŇŐŖŎ ŌŃŇ Ê ƀŅŇŗɶŇ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ķľŇŖĪ İĪ ŒŊ ĺţŖŎ ŌŚŏ ŗŊőťŊ̪Ê 

"ŗœŗĻŗŊŗĻ ĩŌŖŎ Stress buster "ŗœŗĻŗŊŗĻ ňţŝŃ ňţŝŃ ňŖĿĴŝŅŎ ŌřŝĵŎ œŖŗŒĪ ĩŌŖŎ ŒŊ ſńŝĴ Ŋţ ǺŖŗʁ Ê 

ŹľŃŖņŏŖį ĭŐŇň Ÿķʿ ŸĭŏŖŀŏ ŋŒŐĿĴŖŀ, 

ľŒĮő ŌŖňŏ ŅļƨŃŏŋő Maggi -Ň ŁļŖŀ ] 

Maggi Ÿļ Ÿņ ŸĸŖŋ ńŇŏ ȖŐļĭŇ ŋőŋŏ, 

̛Őŀ ŋŃ ˝Őŀ ĴŖŀ ŌŏŇŏģň Őľŉŏ!  

ĿŀŅŖľ Ņɏ Nestle ĭŐŇŞŏŖĳ ŸŌňŏ, 

ĺŏŐňŞŏŖĳ ŐŃŊ ŸŁŖķ, ġŋŏĿŒ ĩ ŸĮňŏ!  

ŃŒŐɛŅŏŀ ġŐŅļŏń ī ŁŐŜŖňŀ ĩ łŏĞŖľ, 

ġŖňśŐĭĭ Maggi ĮŏģŞŏ ĴŞŏ ŸľŃő ĭŏĞŖľ!  

ŅŏĿŒŇő ŸŅŏŐŌŀő ļŃŒī ĴŜŏģň Ÿĭŋ-ĩ, 

ŸĮŖŞŐĳň ĩĭ Ńŏȃ ŐŃȵŏŁŖŀŇ ŸŉŖŊ!  

įŏň ńŇŏ ŸķŏŖň ĢĴ ĹŒŐŃŞŏ ŐŅŋ ŐĴŀļŏ 

ĩŐľŖĭ ŐŋŖŀŅŏ Ÿŀģ ļŏŇīŁŇ ĩģ ŐĲɫŏ!  

ŀŏ ĴŏŐŀŞŏ ̛ŐŀŞŏ Ÿĭŀ ĭŇŏ ŐŃȵŏŁŀ?  

ġŐńņŒȍ ŌŖňŀ ĩŇŏ, ĵŏŖŅňŏ ġĭŏŇĻ!  

ńŖŞ ńŖŞ Ņļƨ ŸŌŏŖļ ŐŃľŏŞ ŐŀŖňŏ Maggi, 

ĢŖŃįǳŃĻ ŅļƨŃŏŋő Ōŀ įŔŌļǝŏįő ] 

Facebook ĩ Ŕ˅ŐļĲŏŇĻ, ŸŋŐĭ ŌŏŌŏĭŏŇ, 

Maggi ŸǳŅő ŅļƨŃŏŋő ĭŐŇŖĳ ǳĲŏŇ] 

ŋŒ̮ŏľŒ ŌģŖňģ ļŏŌŏ ŐŌļĭŇ ŀŞ, 

Ÿňŏń ŸŅŏŌ ļǝŏįģ ŌŖňŏ ĴőŃŖŀŇ ĴŞ!  

̮ŏ˄ĭŇ ĮŏģŞŏ ńŏŖňŏ ĽŏŖĭŏ ńȍįĻ, 

ġɳŖļ ŐłŖŇ ņŏī, ĭŖŇŏ ňȖőŇ ŁœĴŀ] 

Maggi -Ň ǵļĭĽŏ ŌģŖňŏ ŋŅŏŁŀ, 

ńŏļ Ĺŏň ŸĮŖŞ ŃŏĞŖĲŏ, ĴŞ ňȖőŀŏŇŏŞĻ!  
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MY MUSIC by Aloknanada Dasgupta  

Early on I was exposed to the Indian classical dance, Odissi, classical piano, films, lite rature and 

paintings. Eventually, I got steered towards music, keeping my passion for dance intact. My 

education in English Literature at St. Xavier's College perfectly complemented my musical 

journey. Studying music at York University further enabled me t o have a lucid perspective on 

how to leverage the most creative music within myself. In Mumbai, I began exploring the 

experimental Bollywood music scene. I started to assist a composer in this field and learned 

certain technical and business aspects of cre ating experimental music for Bollywood films.  

 I learned music programming and electronic music. I then started scoring for films.  

 I wanted to create a balance by merging my background in western classical music with the 

quirky parallel Bollywood trend. M y work (including songs and background scores) reflect both 

styles. I wish to grow and broaden these horizons further in my career.  

 

As a child, I remember being exposed to world cinema while learning the piano. My father 

wanted me to be a Pianist and my l ate mother wanted me to be an Indian classical dancer.  

It was a lovely dilemma. Cinema seemed to be the foundation for both.  

Being the daughter of a film maker and having taken "Film studies" as an elective in graduation,  

I was naturally expected to foll ow the same. Instead, I chose to study and compose music.  

 After completing my grades for Royal School of Music, London, I completed my Bachelors in 

Music degree from York University.  

 

 I wanted to be a composer but I also wanted it to be associated with f ilm making.  

The obvious choice was to score for films. I have always been very fond of background scores 

and movie soundtracks. I wanted to explore the magic of how music supports the visuals.  

 It seemed challenging but equally rewarding. My passions ulti mately lead  me to Mumbai where I 

started my career.  

I wish to pursue this passion throughout my life.  

 

Hollywood composers have noted that to be a successful film music composer, one must have a 

thick skin, have the ability to work around the clock, and b e able to manage business relations. 

The truth in these statements has  become very evident to me of late.  

 The goal of filmmaking is to be able to convert one's vision onto celluloid and make it 

aesthetically palatable for the audience. Creatively, itɅs challenging to procure an impeccable 

script and translate it for the big screen.  

In addition, a filmmaker must also understand the roles of cinematographers, editors, casting 

directors, etc., as these jobs are vital to filmmaking process. Working with produ cers to fund and 

distribute the film are concerns in addition to the competition a film faces upon release.  

 

Box office potential is commonly the deciding factor when striking a balance between producing 

commercial cinema and cinema for passion. A composer  must acknowledge these conditions 

when making important creative decisions.  

 

 

SOMETHING ABOUT PUJO AND MUSIC -Waking up at 4am to the music of "Mahalaya" on the 

radio has been an annual ritual since I was a baby. For a person who hates early mornings, thi s 

was a huge exception. Waking up to Birendra Kishore Bhodro and to "jago tumi jago" was 

something that became an intrinsic part of childhood as w ell as adulthood  
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The official name of 
Kola Bou which is 
worshipped during 
Durga Pujo is 
Nabapatrika ð it is a 
form of Devi Durga as 
the Goddess of 
agriculture & it has no 
relation to as Ganeshõs 
wife. Ganeshaõs wife is 
Pusti. 

 

The feeling is indescribable;  the joy, the excitement of Pujo. For most of us our lives have  

changed since we live away from Kolkata. Yet we haven't been able to dissociate ourselves from 

the nostalgia of it all. The dhak, the kashor ghonta and the music of pujo in the air is what still 

makes us feel at home, makes us feel Bengali at heart and ma kes us crave for those golden days. 

I miss it a lot and would give anything to relive those memories.  

 

 
Alokananda Dasgupta is a composer based in Mumbai. She is the daughter of 

filmmaker Buddhadeb Dasgupta. She holds a Bachelors of Arts degree with Honors 

in English Literature from St. Xavier's College. She received a BachelorɅs of Music with 

Honors in Theory, Composition and Piano at York University, Toronto. Alokananda 

gravitated naturally towards music composition for films which lead her to work in 

National award winning Marathi films like Shala, Fandry and Labour of Love and 

was one of five selected for the Mumbai Composers Lab in 2013. She received the 

Prabhat Purashkar (2014) and the Sanksriti Kala Darshan (2012) awards for best 

background score. She's also done the music for the critically acclaimed Hindi film B.A Pass and scored the music 

for a few of her father's films, Woh,Treyodoshi, and the upcoming Anwar ka Ajab Kissa. She has composed for 

short films, documentaries and was the music assistant to Bollywood Composer Amit Trivedi on the film 

soundtrack for Udaan and No -one killed Jessica. 

 

                                                                                                 

Ganesh by Eshana Bhoumick (Rai)  

https://www.filmysphere.com/upload/pages/media/72d8633b20ad960f71cf5a14a3a6e434.jpg
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SHADOW, THE PUPPY by Kojagoree Ganguly    

He really is the  best; 

Has a small white spot on his upper chest.  

Blacker than a thousand nights,  

(Eyes) brighter than the brightest lights.    Oh yes, thatɅs him, 

 

A smart little doggie whoɅs not a bit dim. 

When he gets happy we hear a sound,  

Thump -thump -thump ɀ his tail  hits the 

ground!  

Loves to eat  

(And) pants in the heat.  

 

Is a bit small,  

(But) walks as if heɅs the biggest of all. 

His ears droop down  

(HeɅs) famous all over town. 

(HeɅs) not afraid of the vet, 

Not afraid of him yet.   

When ready for bed  

Down droops his he ad. 

But is always on his feet  

To meet and to greet!  

 

 

 

Cartoon: Subir Ranjan Sengupta 
( Was part time Architect;Part time Engineer;Part time Bike and Dog Lover.Part time teller of stories;Part time 

cartoonist and wanderer, and a full time father) 
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THE PORCELAIN DOLL by Roshmi Bhaumik 

 

Once upon a time, there was a handsome woodcutter named Keith Wood. He lived in a small 

cottage near a forest with his mother. Every morning he went into the woods to collect fallen 

trees and broken boughs. He cut them into  smaller pieces with his heavy axe.  In the afternoon, 

he sold firewood at the town market. With the money, he bought milk, bread and meat for his 

family.He returned home in the evening, tired 

and hungry. Keith often wished to snack on a 

slice of cake. Unf ortunately, he never had 

enough money to buy the expensive cakes at 

the bakerɅs shop. 

 

One day he had an idea. He thought of 

making cakes at home. So he started to save 

some money everyday. Soon he saved 

enough to buy a packet of flour, sugar, butter and s ome eggs.  

 

He went home happily and asked his mother to bake him a cake. KeithɅs mother was old and 

weak. Preparing the batter took a lot of strength. Keith tried to help her though his cooking skills 

left a lot to be desired. Finally the cake was ready a nd they loved every bite. However, the poor 

woodcutter understood it was hard work to make cakes. If only someone strong and capable 

could help his mother, he would be able to enjoy cakes more regularly.  

 

Next morning he got up very early and went to the f orest. While collecting the branches, he 

noticed a clearing behind the trees. In the opening, he saw a young girl in a pink dress, dancing 

on the grass. She had a melodious voice and sang to her heartɅs content. Keith was mesmerised 

by her beauty. Suddenly  he heard a loud crack behind him. He turned quickly and saw some 

birds flying away. He looked for the girl again but there was no one around. Eventually, with a 

heavy heart, he went back to his work.  

 

Many times that day, he found his thoughts returning to the girl.  His heart longed to see her 

again. 

 

At night, he had a terrifying dream. He was 

trying to save a lovely princess. The maiden 

was attacked by a huge dragon with long 

black nails dripping blood. Keith bravely 

fought the dragon, for a seemingly endless 

time. In the end, the dragon used its forearms 

to strangle him. Even with his strong arms he 

could not pull himself free. The young man 

was getting dizzy and everything around him 

got blurry. He was about to die when 

suddenly his moth erɅs call woke him up from the nightmare.  

 

While returning home that evening, curiosity consumed the lonely woodcutter.  

 

 He went to the same spot to look for the girl of his dreams. In the twilight, the deserted dell had 

a magical attraction. Keith crossed the grassy p atch and found a narrow path between some 

https://roshmihappylife.files.wordpress.com/2015/05/woodcutter2.png
https://roshmihappylife.files.wordpress.com/2015/05/clearing.png
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overgrown bushes. He proceeded on the path with caution. It led him to a dark cottage, half 

covered with mosses, ivy and other creepers.  With abated excitement, he approached the left 

side. There was a small window .  

 

He looked inside through it. Keith saw a long table lined with glass retorts. Green fumes were 

coming out of them. There was a huge figure with its back turned to him. The person was 

wearing a black cloak, a black pointed hat and mumbling some incohere nt words. Keith was 

scared. He felt like running home as fast as he could.  

 

All of a sudden  his eyes fell upon a pretty porcelain doll on a 

table near the window. He was surprised to find that the 

figurine was a miniature replica of the girl he saw.  The table 

on which the doll stood was almost within the reach of the 

woodcutter.  

 

In his curiosity, he gave the window a firm push. The 

window pane flung open. Keith stuck his hand in, grabbed 

the doll and quickly pulled it out. The small doll was dressed 

in t he same pink dress. Her hands, her feet and every 

feature was impeccably copied. Alas! If he could make it 

bigger and make it come alive. His wishful thinking was 

interrupted by a loud roar and the most grotesque face 

appeared before him. A witch was roari ng in anger and 

muttering a spell on Keith. There was a loud clap at the end. 

To his utter dismay, he found himself turn ing into another 

porcelain doll ! 

 

The evil woman stooped down to pick up both the dolls. She 

hurried back to her cottage. Surprisingly, the cottage was 

clean and tidy, unlike the other room he saw through the 

window. There was an inviting smell of  freshly cooked food, 

which made the witchɅs stomach growl. 

 She walked over to the kitchen counter to put the dolls down. Several delicious dish es were 

waiting for her there. The greedy woman gobbled up the food with pleasure. Keith looked on 

with longing eyes when she relished the huge carrot cake all by herself. At the end of her meal, 

she went to her bedroom and fell asleep. As soon as she star ted to snore the magic spell was 

broken. Both the dolls came back to life. Keith was still holding his axe and carrying his grocery 

bag on his shoulder.  

 

He stood motionless, caught in a dilemma. He could run home to safety or he could try to save 

the youn g woman from the evil one. At this moment, she turned and smiled at him. It sent a 

ripple of joy through his heart. Before him stood the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. Keith 

could not leave her even if he had to risk his life.  

 

He smiled back at her . Ɉϥ am Keith, the woodcutter.  

 

ϥ have not eaten anything since this morning, ɉ he explained. Since all the food was consumed, 

the girl started to prepare dinner. She put some potatoes to boil. The hungry woodcutter gave 

her the food he had bought. She us ed part of the milk to prepare mashed potatoes. She added 

some spices and baked the meat.  

https://roshmihappylife.files.wordpress.com/2015/05/mossycottage4.png
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 She cut up the bread and sauteed it in butter, flavored with garlic. She made custard with the 

rest of the milk.  

While cooking, she told him her story. Her name was Regina White. Her mom died of cancer 

when she was twelve years old.  Shortly afterwards, her father married another woman.  

 

Her new mom hated Regina. She hid her books, homework and even her school bag. ReginaɅs 

teachers complained to her step -mom who acc used the daughter of being stupid and lazy. 

Finally Regina failed her grade and was taken out of school.  

 

This was the opportunity she had waited for. Her stepmother made her do all the housework. All 

through the day, she would experiment with black magic . Her face would change to a horrible 

one. In the eve ning, she turned back to normal . She even pretended to her husband that she 

had been cleaning and cooking. After a couple the years, the gentleman found out the truth. 

When he questioned her, she strangl ed him to death. She tied up Regina and brought her to this 

cottage inside the forest.  

 

The sad orphan girl moped around as she grieved her fatherɅs death. One day while cleaning the 

cupboards, Regina found a book that had a curious rhyme written on the ce nter  page. There was 

a hand drawn map below it.  

 

 

Abrakdabra Shazam Khazam  

Hid my life in the little black ram  

Detach head with no blood on the grass  

Will spell the end as forever I will pass  

Every blood drop the grass will see  

Will produce another stronge r me !!  

 

The witch was enraged to see Regina reading 

the book. She put a magic spell to turn her 

into a porcelain doll.  Fortunately, the 

magic wore away every time the witch was 

asleep. The other day when Keith saw her, she 

had escaped out of the cottage to enjoy her 

short -lived freedom.  

Keith pondered over the story while he ate. He 

remembered once losing his way and ending 

up in a farm with lots of sheep. It was past the 

forest in the south -west direction from his 

house. He knew this because the kind far mer 

had given him a compass to find his way 

home, that day. Soon, with ReginaɅs help, he found the book in a cupboard in the untidy room 

with glass retorts.  He studied the map carefully. It showed the forest, the cottage and the farm 

on the southern side of the forest, labelled ɈShepardɅs Farmɉ. He asked Regina for a piece of 

chalk, a thick rope, a bucket, a large plastic sheet and some food scraps. He planned to go to the 

farm but could not cross the forest in the night.  He stood by the window, contemplat ing and 

waiting for dawn.  

 

Keith started as soon as he saw a faint light behind the dark leaves and branches. After covering 

every few yards he put a mark on the nearest tree trunk. He did that to help him trace his way 

back easily. The path ahead got easi er as he proceeded. The dingy giants looming over him 

https://roshmihappylife.files.wordpress.com/2015/05/map-line-art.png
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turned into greener and kinder shady trees. But when he was almost half -way towards the farm, 

a black shape appeared in the same path. It halted briefly behind the same trees. It was several 

miles behin d Keith but started to gain distance as it proceeded. It appeared as if the  dark 

shadow was flying.  

 

Keith reached the farm a little after sunrise. The sheep were grazing behind a split rail fence. He 

spotted the single black ram within a few minutes. He w as focused on the job at hand, unaware 

that the wicked woman had woken up and had been following him. He never imagined that 

Regina had been turned back to a porcelain doll!  

 

The witch spotted Keith from a distance. He was spreading a big 

plastic sheet un der the bucket. Silently, she proceeded towards 

the woodcutter. By then, he had lured the ram to the fence with 

a bucket of food scraps. The ram put his head inside the bucket 

and fed hungrily. Keith lifted his heavy axe. He gave a quick 

sharp blow at its neck. The ram let out a terrible scream. The 

loud sound drowned the muffled cry from Keith. Almost 

simultaneously the witch had come behind Keith and strangled 

him with both hands. He struggled for breath but was 

determined to complete his task. He lifted the axe again with 

every ounce of strength left in him. He dealt another blow with 

all his might. Not a single drop of blood fell on the grass.  The 

plastic sheet held all the spill. As soon as the ramɅs head fell 

inside the bucket, the witch too dropped de ad. Keith crashed to 

the ground, pushed by the weight of the corpse. The lifeless hands came apart and his neck was 

free.  

 

KeithɅs mom woke up worried. She had dreamt that her son was calling for help. She ran into the 

forest looking for him. She found cha lk marks on the trees that led her to the old mossy 

cottage.  She entered through the door that  was left ajar. She found her familiar grocery bag in 

the kitchen. She searched around the house for Keith. However, all she found was a beautiful 

porcelain doll.  It was indeed a remarkable doll. As she looked at it closely, the eyes seemed to 

come alive. The left eye had a tear drop that glistened in the sunlight.  

 

 
 

 

 

  



  

 

 

45 

THE LITTLE ART CORNER #2 

 

  

 

Villa ge by Rajarshi Bose 

Sunset by Rajarshi Bose 

     

Sunset by Rajarshi Bose 
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The Mystery of the Robbery in Venice by Roopkatha Biswas  

Ereca Froserly is a detective girl from California, USA. She was on vacation in the mysterious and 

lovely city of Venice. It was a city with no streets but only waterways. She was so excited to visit 

Venice. She packed her bags and her mother, Mrs Froserly and her father Mr Froserly took out the 

car. They drove to the airport. Now the plane travelled for 10 hours stopping once at Atlanta, Georgia. 

They reached Venice and entered the hotel. Ereca freshened herself and start her sightseeing. Just 

then the boat driver arrived with Mr Froserly. Her father was looking so tensed and worried. He said I 

have lost my 10,000 dollars at the boat booking counter . Oh no I have heard that many pickpockets 

stay in Venice. But my only suspect is ..  Ereca glared at the driver. Then the driver said that he 

had not taken the money. He was feeling uncomfortable. Anyway the tour had started. Ereca sat in 

the boat and saw a small cloth on one side of it. Then she asked the boat driver Excuse me, why is 

there a cloth on this side?  Driver answered It s nothing, just my hanky . When it was evening they all 

went home except Ereca. She went to the boat and removed the cloth. She saw a white spot. She 

noticed that the boat had a hollow end. She reached under the boat just where the white spot was. 

Now she knew what happened actually. The driver took the money, hid it in the hollow end of the boat 

and put a chalk mark to remind him where it was. The next day Ereca revealed to everyone the white 

spot and the money which the driver had robbed. The man was arrested for being a cheater. Ereca, 

having spent a nice detective vacation, went home the next day happily. 

 

                      

 

 

         w 
The first Bengali book 

written by Kali Prasnna 
Singha where we find vivid 

details of Bengali 
community Durgotsav was 
 Hutum Pyachar Naksha 

          ~ 
 
 

         ~ 

Diwali by Roopkatha Biswas 
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Ȁ̔ǺȆǼ ȭǹȄǼ ® ȭȀȐȅǺʔ ǼȄȓ 

ǠǺȄ, ԅȅǺǘ ȭǱȄ 

ԅȅǺ ȭǱȄ ǗǺȄǼ ȭǨȄǬȋǸǽȄǼ Ȁ̔ǺȆǼ ȭȀǘ ȭǹȄǼ, 

ǞǱӶʹǠ ǸǳǽȄǠȅǵ ȭǳǣȅǨ; 

ȭȀǘ ǗǾȄǸȄǓǴȄ ǧȄǚȅǵ, ǢǶȄȋǽ ǧȋǽ ǻȄǠȓȄ ǸǿɝȄǼ 

ȭǼȋǣ ǻȄǠȓȄ ǞǢ ȭǨȄ˜ ȭǺȋǥǼ ȅǧͥ; 

ȭȀǘ ȁȄǽǢȄǾȆȋǱǼ ȅǵǕσȄȀ 

ǗǼ, ȭǱȄǺȄǼ ȭȀǘ ǗǢȄǾǹǼȄ ȁȄȅȀǬȄ; 

ȭǳǣȋǨȄ ȭǢǺǵ Ǻȋǵ ȭǼȋǣȅǨ ȭǱȄǺȄȓǑ 

Ǹǽ ȭǹȄǼ ȭǢȄЀ  ǶȄǤǽ ǗǸȄǼ ǶȄʪȋȓȋǨ 

 ȭǱȄǺȄȓ ǗǺȄǼ ԚʹǼ ǶȄȋȑ, 

ǵȄ ȅǢ ȅǵȋǩǘ Ƕǲ ǵȄ ֖ȋǽ ȅǱȅǼǾ ǸǿɝȄ ȭǶȅǼȋȓ 

Ǘǩ ǗǸȄǼ ȭǳǣȄ ȅǳȋǽ, 

ǖǸȄǢ ȁƛȭȓȄ ǵȄ ǗǺȄȓ ȭǳȋǣ 

ǗȅǺ ǺȄԑǿ ȭǼȄǩ ǸǳǽȄȋǱ ȁȓ Ǟǘ ȀǔȀȄȋǼ, 

ȭǱȄǺȄǼ ǺǱǵ ȭǱȄ ǗǼ ǗȅǺ Ȁ̔ǺȆǼ ȭǹȄǼ ȭȀȋǩ 

ȀǺȋȓǼ ȭǳȄǽǵȄȓ ԋȋǽ ԋȋǽ ֜Ǥ ͼǵȋǱ ǶȄȅǼ ǵȄǑ 

ȅǳȋȓ ȭǳȋǣȄ ǵȄ ǗǺȄȓ ǞǢӶ ȀǺȓ ǚǶȁȄǼ 

ȭǳǣȋǸ ȭǢǺǵ ȁƛȭȓ ǻȄǸ Ƕȅ́Ǻ ǳȄǽȄȋǵ 

ǭȄʹǺȄǼ ӨȋǽǼ ȭǼȋǣ ǻȄǠȓȄ ǵȄǼȋǢǽ ȭǱȋǽǼ ǖǱȆǱ ӗȅǱ; 

ȭǳǣȋǸ ȭǢǺǵ ȁȋǸȄ ȅǵǼȄȅǺǿ ǸȄǼȄ̋Ȅȓ 

ǢȑȄǘǱȋǽ ʹȆȋǼǼ ǧȄȅǧ, 

ȭǳǣȋǸ ǵȄǧǸ ȭǢǺǵ, ǩǤǳȆǾ ǯȄȅǢǼ 

ӢǺ ǹȄǦȄǵ ȭǸȄȋǽǼ ǱȄȋǽ ǱȄȋǽ; 

ȭǳǣȋǸ ǖ͊ǺȆǼ Ȁȅ̎ԛǩȄȓ ȭǢǺǵ ȁȋǸȄ 

ǵԅǵ ǸǚȋȓǼ ȭǧȄȋǣ ֟ǢȄȋǵȄ ӢǺ, 

ȁǸ Ƕȅ́ǺǶȄȑȄǼ ǢȄȋǽȄ ȭǺȋȓǬȄǼ 

ԛȋǩȄǼ ǵԅǵ ǩȄǺȄǼ ȭȀǽȄǘȋȓǼ ֖ǽǬȄ; 

 ȭǳǣȋǸ ǾȄȅ̇ ǩȋǽǼ ǨȑȄǵ ǻȄʔȄȓ ȁǸ ȀȄǲȆ,  

ǗǼ ȭǱȄǺȄȓ ǤȄǓǲȄ ȀǺȋȓǼ ǺȄǽȄ ȭǳǸ ǺȄȋȓǼ ǧǼȋǰ ǖ˙ǽȆǑ 

ǱȄȅǢȋȓ ȭǲȋǢȄ ǵȄ ԅȅǺ, ȁƛȭȓȄ ǵȄ ǖǾȄ̇ 

ԚʹǼ ǶȄȋȑǼ ԚǼȋǵȄ ǶǲǬȄǼ ȭǣȄǓȋǩ, 

ȭȀǘ Ƕȋǲǘ ȭǱȄǺȄȋǢ ȭǳȋǣȅǨǽȄǺ 

ǱȄǺȄǼ ǣȄȅǽ ǞǢ ԝȋǽǼ ǮȄȅǽ ȁȄȋǱ ȅǵȋȓ 

ǗȀȋǽ ԋ͊ȇ ǳȄǳȄǬȄ ǗǺȄȓ ȀȄǓǱȄǼ ȭǾǣȄȋǸ Ǹȋǽ, 

ǗǺȄǼ ǶȄȑȄ ȅǾǚȅǽԝǽ ͼȋǽȄ Ǹǳȋǽ ȅǵȋȓȅǨǽ, 

ȅǢ ǸȆȋǼǼ ǺǱǵ ǳȄǳȄ ȭǳȐȋȑ ǞȋȀ 

ǪȄǶȄǱ Ǟǘ ǤǹȆǼ ԚʹȋǼ, Ǻȋǵ ǗȋǨ? 

ǖǸȄǢ ȁƛȭȓ ǱȄȅǢȋȓ ǲȄǢǱȄǺǑ 

Ǘǩ ȭǱȄǺȄȓ ǛǿȄǼ ǗȋǽȄȓ 

ȅǾǚȅǽԝǽǹǼȄ ǮȄȅǽǬȄ ȭǢǺǵ ȭǻǵ 

ȭǵȋǧ ǚǭǽ ǗǸȄǼǑ 

ȭǳȋǣȄ, ȭǺǩȅǳǼ ȭǳǠȓȄ Ǘ̼ǵȄ 

ǺȄȋȓǼ ԛȋǩȄǼ ǥǼǬȄ ǗȋǼȄ ǗȋǽȄȓ ǹȋǼ ȅǳǽǑ 

ȭǳȋǣȄ ǹȋǼ ȅǳǽ ǺȄȋȓǼ ȭǧȄȋǣ 

ȭǤȄǬȄ ǾȄǼȋǳǼ ǩǺȄȋǵȄ Ǘǵȋ̋Ǽ ǩǽǑ 

ȭǳȋǣȄ ӫȋǬ ǗȀȋǨ ǗǸȄǼ ԚʹǼ ǶȄȋȑ 

ȭȀǘ ȭǨȄǬ ȭǨȄǬ ǸȄˌȄǼȄ 

ǱȄǼȄ ǵԅǵ ǢȋǼ КȋǢ ȭǳȋǸ 

ǱȄȋǳǼ ǵǼǺ ǣȄȅǽ ǶȄȋȓ 

ȭȀǘ ȁȄǼȄȋǰȄ Ƕǲ, 

ǹǼȋǸ ǱȄǼȄ ԝȋǽǼ ǮȄȅǽ 

Ǘǵȋ̋Ǽ ǤȄǵ ȭǤȋȓ 

ǚǭȋǸ ǱȄǼȄ;ȋǻȋȓȄ ǵȄ, ǲȄǢ ǵȄ ȭǹȄǼ ǗǼǠ ȅǢӫʹǵ ǑǑ 

 

   

Soumitra Ray is the Song writer, Composer, Lead vocalist, and 

percussionist of the popular Bangla band Bhoomi.  
Pic courtesy: Telegraph India  



THE WALKING TALKING BUSINESS by Iftekar Ehsan  

 One of the best ways to really get to know people is by walking 

slowly among themɉ 

(From the blog GoBeyond) 

I was born to Rajasthani parents into a clan of people known as Rangrez.  

We ve always dyed cloth for living. Since we moved to Calcutta and started dyeing in factories, the 

romance was taken away from the craft. I did not enjoy doing that, so I moved away and started 

exploring other businesses. I dabbled in several projects before this, but none of them agreed with 

me. But each failure was important to teach something or the other. I started with a cyber cafe, then 

selling CDs, then working for an event management company, followed by a Pepsi distributorship. All 

were good while they lasted, but they did not make me happy. I stumbled upon the idea of Walks of 

India when I was hosting some friends from the U.S. and Turkey. We d hired a local guide to show 

them around, but she was focusing on the monuments of the city and did not really exude any love or 

enthusiasm for what she was showing. Also, we saw that travelers coming to Calcutta were 

shepherded around in cocooned manner from air-conditioned flights, to A/C airport, to A/C cars and 

hotels. We thought this was too protected setting for anyone to get a real travel experience. And 

hence, we decided that we must get them out and get their hands dirty, for them to get a real feel of 

what our city is all about.  

I found out people who were doing walks in India and outside, met them and did some walks with 

them, and finally settled with a model for Calcutta Walks. Some of the cities I walked included London, 

Singapore, Shanghai, Ahmedabad, Bombay, Goa, Varanasi, etc. I realized that I already knew and 

loved most parts of my city, and that these tours would have to be an extension of my personality. I ve 

followed that model so far and have been pretty successful. The walk is led by a person in love with 

the city/locality and showing it with enthusiasm. We call our guides Explorers , simply because we do 

not claim to know it all and want to present ourselves as lovers and explorers of the city. The less 

rehearsed the lines are the better. In fact, we don t even want to have fixed routes. Whenever a new 

person joins us as an Explorer, we tell him/her to learn a locality as well as they could, and then lead 

a walk however they want. But yes, they must have enough fodder on the tour to go on for hours on 

end. They should not use all that information in one walk -instead, tease the travelers with bits of 

information on various things.  

One also needs to make some pit stops along the way- at interesting workshops, markets, food stalls 

etc. The idea is to make it a treat for all of the travelers  senses. Our walks are continually evolving. 

When we started out, we were told that no one would walk with us, listen to our chatter and pay us 

money for it. But it has so happened that in the last five years of our existence, we ve doubled every 

year. From a few walks in a month, we have now begun to operate more than one walk every day. We 

now intend to create walks based on the life of Calcutta-greats like Tagore, Bose, Vivekananda, etc. 

There are also photography walks as well as literature walks on the anvil. It has been an interesting 

learning experience for me. I ve come to appreciate the different points of view that people come with 
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from around the world. I used to be more rigid in my thoughts but like Gulzar says:Acche bure ke farq 

ne basti ujaad di,Majboor ho ke milne lage har kisi se hum.Since I ve never been a history buff in 

school or college, I picked up my facts on the job. Of course, I always enjoyed reading novels and that 

made my knowledge deep and varied. But there has been times when some things I m not too sure of 

are caught by some walkers. Once, I showed a World War airstrip which is now a major road of the 

city, and mentioned that fighter jets used to take off and land there. There was an American pilot and 

flying enthusiast in the group. In the middle of the walk, he took me aside and said that jets weren t 

even invented until the end of World War II. We laughed out loud, but kept this secret from the other 

walkers. On another occasion, I had a group of three Jewish people from America and Australia, and I 

went on and on against the Israelis and the atrocities they committed against the Palestinians. They 

went back and we had long email conversations after that, in which we debated our points of view. It 

was challenging but fun.Through Walks of India  <www.walksofindia.com>, I have encouraged and 

mentored walking tour operators in a few cities so far. We intend to have walking tours in all major 

and minor cities of the country. The sharing of culture is one of the most beautiful exchanges in the 

world and left me transformed.  

(Passages from the archives)  

The last known map of Calcutta and its environs was from the 1790s. Centuries later, Iftekhar 

collaborated with railways junkie and cartographer Samit Roychoudhuri on  a project none had taken 

up in the last two centuries: a Calcutta Tourist Map. ɈCalcutta is a storytelling place,ɉ ϥftekhar tells me, 

between sips of chai from his clay kullar, stressing the City of JoyɅs old name. Ɉϥt tells stories; great 

storiesɎ But this map does so much more. Nesting locations of migratory birds, directions to used 

book shops, street food zones, and markets; a plate of three yellow ladoos marks Sweet/Confectionery 

stops in the city- The Hindu 

 

ɈThe grey, gorgeous 

sulk of the Kolkata 

monsoon is best 

spent in bed, 

listening to the 

intense, melodic 

rain. I found 

another way.On a 

grey Sunday 

morning in July, I 

made my way stiffly 

to join a group of 

five for a walking 

tour of central 

Kolkata. My co-

walkers are an 

American family, and I imagined they were judging me for my Indian tardiness. But Iftekhar Ahsan, the 

leader of the walk, waved away my apology so cheerfully that I felt the sullen knot in my chest loosen. 

Ahsan was taking us on a tour of the most culturally diverse part of the city, the Kolkata that came up 

between the older Black Town of Bengalis and the White Town of European settlers, literally the grey 

area, as Ahsan called it. Dirty Calcutta, my father had called it the evening before, looking at the map 

of the walk; his words unfortunately proved to be too true. It was dirty. And it was wet. But it was still 

the most fun ϥɅve had in a while.ɉ- Sohini Chattopadhyay, Outlook Traveller. 
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ȀǺȀȄǺȅȓǢ - ǻȋǾȄǴǼȄ ǼȄȓȋǧȐԎǼȆ 

 ǖȅǵǕȋǾǿ οǶǢȋ̼Ǽ ǢȄȋǨ ǞȋȀ , ǸȋȀ ǲȄȅǢ ǖȀȁȄȓǑ 

ǠȅǳȋǢ ǗȋǽȄ ǢȋǼ ǻ֨ɝ Ǡȋǭ, 

ǞȅǳȋǢ ȅǵȅǸȑ ǢȋǼ ǼȄǱ ȁȓǑ 

ǱȄǼ Ǻȋϡ ǗǺǼȄ я̟ ȭǨȄǬ ȭǨȄǬ ǸȄȋǢʅ 

ȅǽȋǣ ǧǽȅǨ ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǩȆȅǸȋǱǼ ς͈ ǖ̏ 

ǩǽ ȅǳȋȓ ȭǣȋȓ ȭǷǽȄǼ ǢǲȄǑ 

 

ȀǱǱȄȓ Ǟǣǵ ǴȄǼ ȭǵǘǑ 

ǺȄǵȅǸǢǱȄǼ Ǟǣǵ ȭȀȄǩȄ ȀȄǳȄ ǚǶǧȄǼ ȭǵǘǑ 

Ǟǣǵ ǢȄȅǽǺȄǼ ǱǽȄȓ ǖ̼ ȭǼȄǿǢǿȄȅȓǱ ȭǧȄǣ 

ǸȄ ֨ǻɝ, ǗǺȄȋǳǼ ȅǸσȄȀ ȭǤȄǶǵ ǢȋǼǑ 

 

ȭǺȋǥǼ Ǻȅ̋Ǽ ȭǲȋǢ ǞǢӶ ǞǢӶ ǢȋǼ ǪȋǼ ǶȋȑȋǨ ǼǦǑ 

ǗǼ ǗǺǼȄ ǸȄȋ͏Ǽ ǺǱ 

ȭǢִȅǽǼ ǺǱ 

ǗͼȋǵǼ Ǻȋϡ ǶǬ ǶǬ ǢȋǼ Ԛȋȑ ǻȄǠȓȄ ֖˜ȄǼ ǺǱ 

ǞǢӶ ǞǢӶ ΎǽȅǨ ԎǓȋȓȄȅˏ  

ǗǼ ȅǽȋǣ ǼȄǣȅǨ ȀǺȀȄǺȅȓǢǑ 

                                                                                                  

ņŖŉŏĿŇŏ ŇŏŞŖĲśĿŒŇőŇ Ĵɴ ĭňĭŏļŏŞ -  ŸǳŐŋŖĹŐɵ ĭŖňĴ ī ĭŐňĭŏļŏ ŐŃ̜ŐŃľǝŏňŖŞŇ ľŉƨŀ ŐŃƨńŏŖįŇ ǳŏȍŀő]  ŃļƨŅŏŖŀ ģŐɇŞŏŀ 

ġŐĹķ ġǝŏɇ ġǝŏĭŏĥɣ ŋŏŐńƨŖŋ ŋŇĭŏŐŇ  ĭŏŖĴ ŐŀņŒȍ]  ĭŏŖĴŇ ŋŖȧ ŋŖȧ ĲŖňŖĳ ŸňĮŏŖňŐĮ] ǺĴŖŗŐŃ ĴŗŊŃŖŎ ŊĪ: ŅŏļŔńœŐŅ ŃŏʏŏŇ 
( ŋɺŐŊƨ, ťţŤŨ), ŁĻǝŋğŐŌļŏ ( ĭŐŃļŏ ŁŏŐȖĭ, ŤŬŬũ), ŐŁŉŏŐĲŀőĭŏŃǝ ( ĭŐŃļŏ ŁŏŐȖĭ, ŤŬŬū), ŸŇŐĹīŐŃļŏŀ ( ǳŅŏ, 
ŤŬŬŬ), ŐĲŇɫŀ įʢŅŏňŏ ( ĭŐŃĭĽŏ, ŤŬŬŬ), ĢŃŏŇ ǳĽŅ ŸĽŖĭ ŁŖŜŏ ( Ģŀɯ, ťţţŤ), ŸŅŖŞŖľŇ ǳĴŏļɩ ( ŋɺŐŊƨ 
ǳĭŏŉŀ, ťţţŨ), ńŏĲŒƨǝŞŏŖňŇ ŀŃőŀ ŐĭŖŉŏŇ ( Ģŀɯ, ťţŤţ) ] ŤŬŬū ŋŏŖň ĭŔŐɏŃŏŋ ŁŒŇʼŏŇ] ťţţũ ŋŏŖň Ńŏğňŏ 

ĢĭŏŖľŐŅŇ ġŐŀļŏ-ŋŒŀőň˙ŅŏŇ ŃŋŒ ŁŒŇʼŏŇ] ťţŤŧ ŋŏŖň ǳĭŏŐŉļ ŌŖŞŖĳ ŋŐňŖķŞŏŇ ŀŏŖŅ įʢ ŋğĭňŀ] ŸňĮŏŐňŐĮŇ 

ŃŏģŖŇ  ġŀǝ ŉĮ łŇŏŐŋ ńŏŊŏ ī ġŀǝŏŀǝ ňŏŐļŀ ńŏŊŏ ĲĲƨŏ] 

 

 
Out of Laxmi, Saraswati, 
Ganesh & Kartik, the 
only son of Shiva & 

Parvati is Kartik. Ganesh 
is the sole creation of 
Parvati. Laxmi & 

Saraswati are not related 
to the family. 

w 

~

u 

http://parabaas.com/bookstore/index.html#Yashodhara
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IMAN CHAKRABORTY ɀ A tête -à-tête  

Iman  is an extremely talented Rabindrasangeet & folk singer with a unique singing voice and an 

amazing stage presence. Among her many acheivements, here are a few: 

¶ Best Female Singer Award, All India Radio (2007-2008) 

¶ Best Light Classical Singer Award on Saufest , Bangladesh 2010 

¶ National Scholar of Rabindrasangeet 2011 

 

 We were all extremely lucky to have her perform in MiloneeɅs Programme Shraban Sandhya on 25
th

 

July. Being extremely down to earth and friendly, my interview with her was more an adda (chat 

session) than a formal interview. Sharing the tête-à-tête with all our readers: 
 

ǤȄǵ ǸȄǩǵȄ ȅǢ ǹȄȋǸ ςξ ȁǽ? 
ǤȄǵ ǸȄǩǵȄ ςξ ȁȋȓȋǨ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄȋȓǼ ǢȄǨ ȭǲȋǢǑ ǺȄ ȅǵȋǩ ȀˈȆǱ ȅǾȅʹǢȄ ȅǨȋǽǵ,Don Bosco ȭǱ ǤȄȋǵǼ 

departmental head.ǗǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑ ǞȋǢǸȄȋǼǘ musical ȅǨǽ ǵȄ, ȅǢβ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄ ȅǵȋǩ ǻǣǵ Ǟǘ ǸȄȅȑȋǱ 

Ǟȋǽǰ, ȭǤȄǬȄ ǸȄȅȑǬȄȋǢ musical ǢȋǼ ȅǳȋȓȅǨǽǵǑ ȀȄȋȑ ȅǱǵ ǸǨǼ ǸȓȀ ȭǲȋǢ ǱȄǘ ǺȄȋȓǼ ǢȄȋǨǘ ǗǺȄǼ 

ǤȄǵ ςξǑ 

ǩȆǸȋǵǼ ȀǸȋǧȋȓ ǸȋȑȄ ǖԑȋʙǼǰȄ ȭǢ ǞǸǔ ȭǢǵ?   

ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄ ǗǼ ǸȄǸȄ Ǒ ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄ ȅǵȋǩ ǞǢǩǵ ǚ  ̩ ȅǾȅʹǱ ǺȅȁǽȄ ȅǨȋǽǵ, ǞʹǾ ǸǨǼ ǸȋȓȀ ȭǲȋǢ ǗȅǺ 

ǺȄȋȓǼ ǩȆǸǵ Ǟ ǧȋǽ ǞȋȀȅǨǑ ǱȄǼ ǶǼ ȭǲȋǢ ȭǾǿ ȅǳǵ Ƕǻɝ̇ ǺȄ ǻȄ ǢȋǼȋǨǵ ǗǺȄǼ ǢǲȄ ȭǹȋǸ ǑǸȄǸȄ ǞǸǔ 
ǺȄ ȅǵȋǩȋǳǼ ȀǺ͚ ȀǺȓ ǗǺȄȋǢ ȅǳȋȓȋǨǑ ǱȄǼȄ ǻȅǳ ȭȀǘ ȀǺȓ ǞǸǔ dedication ǵȄ ȅǳȋǱǵ ǱȄȁȋǽ ǗȅǺ 
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Ǘǩ ǗȅǺ ȁǱȄǺ ǵȄǑ ǸȄǸȄ ǺȄȋȓǼ ǢȄȋǨ ȭǱȄ ȭǢǚ ӜǱ ̞ ȁȓǵȄ , ǱȄǘ ǗȅǺ ǗǺȄǼ ǩȆǸȋǵ ǱȄȋǳǼ ǺǱǵ 

ȁȋǱ ǧȄǘǑ ǗȅǺ ȭǻǬȄǘ ǢǼǸ ȭȀǘ dedication ȅǵȋȓ ȭǻǵ ǢǼȋǱ ǶȄȅǼǑ 

ǞǱ ȭǳǾ ȅǸȋǳǾ ӢȋǼ show ǢǼ, ȭǻ Ǣǵ ǞǢǬȄ ǺǩȄǼ ǥǬǵȄ share ǢǼ Ǒ 
Ǳǣǵ ǗȅǺ ȀϠ ǤȄǵ ςξ ǢȋǼȅǨ, ǗȅǺ M.A Ǡ ǶȄǾ ǢȅǼȅǵǑ Ǳǣǵ ǸǵǤȄǓ ȭǱ ǞǢ ȭʙȄʈȄǺ ǞȋȀȋǨǑ 
ǗǺǼȄ Ǳǣǵ ȀǸȄǘ ȭǨȄǬ, ӝǸ ǚȋ˭ǩǵȄǑ ȅǵȋǩȋǳǼ ǤȄȅȑ ȅǵȋȓ ȭǤȅǨǑ ȅǤȋȓ ȭǳǣȅǨ ʙӨǼ ȭǽȄǢ, ȀǸȄǘ ֟ȅˈ 
ǶȋǼ ǸȋȀ ǗȋǨǑ ʙǲȋǺ ǞǢ ǼǸȆ̊ȀˈȆǱ ȅǳȋȓ ςξ ǢǼǽȄǺǑ ǱȄǼǶǼ ȁȄǱǱȄȅǽ ǶȑǽǑ ǞǼ ǶǼ ȀǸȄǘ ǸǽȋǱ 
ςξ ǢǼǽ ȅȁȅ̋ item number ǢǼȋǱ ȁȋǸ, ǱȄ ǨȄȑȄ Ǣǵ ǤȄǵ ςǵȋǸ ǵȄǑ ǗȅǺ Ǡ ȀǸ ǤȄǵ ǩȄȅǵǵȄ, 
ȭǢȄǵ ǺȋǱ ǶȄȅǽȋȓ ȭǸȋǧȅǨǽȄǺ ǑǗǺȄȋǳǼ ǤȄȑȆǼ ǧȄǢȄ ȭǱ ȭǶȋȑǢ ǽȄȅǤȋȓ ȭǳǠȓȄ ȁȋȓȅǨȋǽȄ Ǒ ǺȄǪ ǼȄ͚Ȅȋȓ 
ǤȄȅȑ puncture. ȀȄǼȄ ǼȄǱ ǸȄǘȋǼ ǢȄǬȄȋǱ ȁȋȓȅǨǽ Ǒ Ǟǘ ǞǢ ǖ˻ȇǱ ǖȅǹϛǱȄǑ Ǟǣǵ ǺǩȄ ǽȄȋǤ ǹȄǸȋǱ, 
ȅǢβ Ǳǣǵ ǞȋǢǸȄȋǼǘ ǽȄȋǤȅǵ Ǒ ȭǸǾ ǹȓ ȭǶȋȓȅǨǽȄǺ Ǒ 
 

Denver Ǟ ȭǾȄ ǢǼȄǼ ǖȅǹϛǱȄ ȭǢǺǵ ǽȄǤǽ? 
Denver Ǟ ȭǾȄ ǢǼȄǼ ǖȅǹϛǱȄǬȄ ǗǺȄǼ ǢȄȋǨ 

ǞǢӶ ǖϢǼǢǺǑ ǖȋǵǢ ǩȄȓǤȄ ȭǱ show ǢȋǼȅǨ, 

ǞȋǢǸȄȋǼǘ ǸǽȋǱ ȁȓ Ǹȋǽ ǸǽȅǨǵȄǑӝǸ ȭǹǱǼ 
ȭǲȋǢǘ ǸǽȅǨǑ ǞǣȄȋǵ ǻȄ Ǘǵ̋ ȭǶȋȓȅǨ, ǖȋǵǢ  

ǩȄȓǤȄȋǱ ǶȄǘȅǵǑ ǻǣǵ ȅǵȋǩǼ ǻ ̆ / ǸȄϠ ȀˈȆ ǼȄ 

ǲȄȋǢ, ǱȄȋǳǼ ȀȄȋǲ ȭǾȄ ǢǼȄǼ ȭǱȄ ǗǽȄǳȄ ǺǩȄ 

ǗȋǨǘǑ ȅǢβ ȅǸȋǳȋǾǼ ǺȄʨ ȭǱ ȅǤȋȓ, ǞǱ 

ǹȄȋǽȄ musician ǶȄǸ, ȭȀǬȄ ǹȄǸȋǱǘ ǶȄȅǼȅǵǑ 

ȭȀȐϥȅǩǱ ǗǼ ȅǼǱʛǱ, ǞȋǳǼ ǢȄȋǨ ǗȅǺ  ӜǱ ̞ ȭǻ ǞǼȄ ǗǺȄȋǢ ȅǳȋȓ ǳȄȅȓΖ ȅǵȋȓ rehearsal ǢȋǼ ȭǻ 

ǤȄǵ ǢȅǼȋȓȋǨǑ ǗȅǺ ǞǢǳǺ rehearsal ǢȋǼ ȭǾȄ ǢǼȄǼ ȭǺȋȓ ǵǘǑǗǼ ǗȅǺ ȅǺǽǵȆǼ ʙȋǱʅǢǩǵ ȀǳϬǼ 

ǢȄȋǨ ӜǱ ̞ ǗǺȄȋǢ ǞǱ ǹȄǽǸȄȀȄ ȭǳǠȓȄǼ ǩϢ ǞǸǔ Ȁȁʅ ǢǼȄǼ ǩȋϢǑ 

ǤȄǵ ǨȄȑȄ ǗǼ ȅǢ ǹȄȋǸ ȀǺȓ ǢȄǬȄȋǱ ǹȄȋǽȄǸȄȋȀȄ? 
ȀȄǼȄȅǳǵ ӢǺ ȭǲȋǢ ǚȋǭ, ӢǺȄȋǱ ǻȄǠȓȄǼ ǗȋǤ ǖǸȅǴ ȭǱȄ 

ǤȄǵ ȅǵȋȓǘ ǲȄȅǢǑ ǤȄǵ ǤȄǠȓȄ, ȭǾȄǵȄ, ȭǾǣȄȋǵȄǑ ȅǢβ ǞǨȄȑȄ 

ǗȅǺ ȅȀȋǵǺȄ ȭǳǣȋǱ ӝǸ ǹȄȋǽȄ ǸȄȅȀǑ ȭǳǾ ȅǸȋǳȋǾǼ ǖȋǵǢ 
ȅȀȋǵǺȄ ȭǳȅǣǑ ǱȄ ǨȄȑȄ ǢǽǢȄǱȄǼ ǻȄǵǩǬ Ǟ ǤȄȅȑ ǧȄǽȄȋǱ 
ӝǸ ǹȄǽǸȄȅȀǑ ǞǼ ȭǸȅǾ ǗǼ ȅǢӫ ȭǵǘǑ 

ǹȅǸϫִ ǞǼ ϖ ̕ ȅǢ?  
ǗȅǺ ǹȅǸϫִ ȅǵȋȓ ǹȄȅǸǵȄ, ǸǱɝǺȄǵ ȅǵȋȓ ǲȄǢȋǱ ǹȄǽǸȄȅȀǑ 

ǹȅǸϫִ Ǟ ȅǢ ȁȋǸ ǗȅǺ ǩȄȅǵǵȄǑ ǱȋǸ ǤȄǵ ȅǵȋȓ ǲȄǢǸ ȭȀǬȄ 
ǩȄȅǵǑ ǱȋǸ ǞǢǬȄ ϖ ̕ ǗȋǨ, ǼȄ͚Ȅȓ ǸȄˌȄǼȄ ǻȄǼȄ ǤȄǵ ȅǾǣȋǱ ǧȄȓ, ǱȄȋǳǼ ǤȄǵ ȭǾǣȄȋǵȄǼ ǘȋˏ ǗȋǨǑ ǻȅǳ 

Ǣǣǵ ǶȄȅǼ, ȅǵ́ȓǘ ǢǼǸǑ 
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KRYPTONITE by Suprotim Sengupta  

The little boy never smiled.  

I had been watching him for some time playing some game on a mobile phone. Restless. Bored.  

An empty plastic packet fluttered in the wind next to him, almost taunting him to come play. He 

never once looked up.  

I turned my attention to the rest of the comp artment. The boyɅs father was on the berth above 

me, rhythmically snoring with the lazy mechanical chugging of the train engine. The mother was 

lying down listlessly on the berth opposite. ϥt wasnɅt difficult to see where the perpetually bored 

expression o f the little boy came from. She half smiled at me, strategically adjusting her chiffon 

saree so that her cleavage showed a bit more. She seemed disappointed when I hurriedly looked 

away.  The family had announced their arrival in no uncertain terms, pushin g and screaming, 

amid great chaos, at the last station. The father dumped their three overstuffed suitcases and 

immediately settled down to sleep.  

I am jealous of people who can sleep on trains. I never can. I have this weird feeling I will wake 

up in som e other country or in some other century and no one would know me. Baba told me 

once that trains were among the last remaining time travel devices and this got stuck 

somewhere in my Medulla Oblangota or wherever these things get stuck in our brains.   

The only other passenger in our compartment was a thin anxious looking man who kept getting 

down at each station to buy snacks. He smiled at everyone, the sort of smile that usually 

preceded a polite approach for a small money loan.  Maybe he was a LIC agent. Each time he 

would squirm his way through the crowds and the heat and just about make it back with some 

unnecessary snack before the train left the platform.  As a station approached, he would stand at 

the door, a mass of coiled pent up energy, like a dive r waiting to dive into a lake full of sunk 

treasure.  Was it actually the food? The adventure? Or like bored serial killers often confess, was 

it to see if he could get away with it?  

But each time he came back with such a triumphant look on his face that ϥ couldnɅt help smile to 

myself.  

The little boy, however , didnɅt smile.  

He never even noticed all this.  Or the lights and houses and trees and hills and lakes which 

rushed past our window like they had to be someplace very soon. Somehow this bothered me . 

The world is doomed if kids stop looking out of windows.  

The boy looked up suddenly as if he had heard me. Curious little eyes.  

ɄDo you know any Superhero stories? ɄHe asked. It was almost like a challenge.  

ɄSuperhero stories?Ʌ I sounded unsure.  

In a flash, some secret virtual door was slammed on my face and h e was back to his mobile 

game. I looked out of the window as the train continued to gobble up the landscape.  

 The rhythm of the world rushing past was hypnotic. I could almost see my life flash in front of 

my eyes. It played out in a random order of sounds smells and images. Like a low budget B grade 

movie with bad lighting and crazy continuity jumps. Into the little compartment came a rush of 

people and ghosts. Maybe it was that fluttering plast ic packet. Maybe it was the couple of quick 

drinks I had before boarding. Or maybe trains really are time travel devices.  
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But there it was. My life. Randomly flashing past. In glorious Technicolor .   

I closed my eyes. But the images became even more intru sive. I latched on to one of them, 

before my head burst.  

I found myself staring at an overcast sky.  Stale flowers stamped on by a million shoes. And 

cloyed blood trickling down from the chest of the clay Asura.  I was five and I was arguing with 

my frien ds that it was actually a superhero called Plastic Man who had defeated the Asura and 

let the goddess Durga take all the credit.  

A fat little boy, I forget his name, says ɄBut she has ten hands. And so many weapons. Wh y would 

she need anyone else?Ʌ  

ɄHave you ever seen a girl beat up a boy?Ʌ ϥ asked.   

My friends are quiet. Gender stereotypes had already corrupted our little brains. Girls sang 

songs and danced and played with dolls. Boys fought heroically. The Asura was not just any 

other boy, he was a bad ass. 

ɄWhat kind of a name is Plastic Man? Why is he called Plastic man?Ʌ The fat boy persists.  

ɄYou donɅt want to know.Ʌ ϥ answer dramatically. ɄHe gets angry if anyone asks him this.  What do 

you think happened to the Asura?Ʌ  

All the kids look at the clay idol of the Asura. His face contorted in pain. Looking over his 

shoulder, scared. One thin little boy asks, though he already knows the answer in his heart. His 

freckles looked ready to pop in excitement.  

ɄHe made Plastic Man angry?Ʌ I smile at him wit h as much mystery and enigma I could m uster on 

my small angular face. The other kids now talk in hushed whispers. But the fat boy is still not 

convinced. I really should remember his name. He irritated me all the time.  

ɄAre you telling us our parents have been lying all along about Ma Durga?Ʌ  He keeps his voice 

down so that his parents or the goddess doesnɅt hear him.  

ɄParents never lie. They just donɅt know sometimes.Ʌ ϥ leaned forward.  ɄEspecially if itɅs a secret.Ʌ  

There. I had used it. The S word. Our third most favorite word after dinosaurs and planes.   If we 

had to keep something secret, it must be true.  

At that very moment Baba comes back home from work. He slumps on one of the chairs and 

bites into a shingara. Tired, drooping shoulders, specta cles, food crumbs smattered near his 

mouth and a boring looking attache case. He doesnɅt look anything like a superhero. The kids 

look at him disappointed.  

Hushed whispers aga in. I was losing my audience.   I run to baba, eyes sparkling.  

ɄBaba, Do it once... that thing that you do... just once...Ʌ 

Baba secretly glances back at the airport on the horizon. Low rumbling sounds of an airplane 

taking off. We lived right next to the airport. Half my childhood was  spent keeping track of those 

low rumbling sounds,  watching planes takeoff and land over our heads.  And Baba had this 

almost supernatural understanding with those planes.  

He finishes his shingara and nods.  My friends come closer, excited.  
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ɄStep back. This might be dangerous.Ʌ warns Baba 

He really knows  how to play an audience.  The kids get even more excited. The boy with the 

freckles was literally having a kid orgasm. Baba closes his eyes. His right hand is already closed in 

a tight fist, but with his left he does elaborate gestures as if performing a m agic trick.   

Slowly he opens his eyes.  And then his palm.   

Behind him, way back in the sky, there is a little plane flying off, like a butterfly that he released 

from his hand. Baba choreographs his movement so perfectly that it seems like the plane had  

actually come out of his hand.  Almost magical.   

The kids are thrilled. They clap and shout as the little plane disappears across the sky.  

ɄDo it again. Do it again.Ʌ  

There are no more planes taking off so Baba shakes his head.  

ɄWhat else can he do?Ʌ They ask me as they make their way towards the pandal.  

The fat disbelieving kid tries the Ʉplane coming out of handɅ trick on his own. He opens his little 

fist willing a Boeing 747 to come out of it.  

 

Of course, nothing. The other kids laugh.  

 

Baba ruffl es my hair and I hug him, giddy with redemption and pride.   The joyous sounds of the 

dhaks filled my world.  At least thatɅs how I remember it.  

The train stops at a station. I leaned forward and whispered to the little boy.  

Ʉϥ do know a superhero story... But itɅs a true story... so I can tell you only if you promise to keep 

this a secret.Ʌϥ stressed on the ɄsecretɅ part.  The poor word, like that unclaimed plastic packet, sat 

there helplessly. The little boy kept playing with his phone.  

I took out an ol d picture of my father from my wallet.  Baba, in his fifties, wearing a cheap 

printed shirt, standing with his fourteen vintage bikes, a big smile on his face.  

ɄThis is Subir Roy.  My father... And he is a superhero.Ʌ The little boy would be about six or s even 

years old. He gave me a look which veered somewhere between pity and contempt.  The man 

chasing snacks decided not to get down for snacks, intrigued.  Even the mother peered down 

from her bunk again.  

I could see they were not ver y impressed by the ph otograph. ɄWell, ϥ know what you are 

thinking...  he doesnɅt look like much... as you can make out... average height.  Definitely balding. 

Not particularly strong. I mean I had never seen him stop trains and trucks or anything. Or leap 

buildings in a singl e bound. He was rejected thrice by the Indian army when he tried to enlist 

because of his specs and weak eyesight. He definitely never wore his underwear outside his 

pants....  But take it from me... and I know my superheroes... this man. .. my father...is a 

superheroɅ  

Everyone looks one more time at the photograph. Then the mother rolls her eyes and turns over 

to the other side. The snack man gives me a big smile and walks off in search of more food.  And 

the little boy puts on his headphones and goes back  to the game.  

There is something tragic abou t a story no one wants to hear.  

But the memories were chewing up my brain. I could even smell some of them now.  I never 

knew memories had such strong smells. I remember the smell of wet clothes and burnt milk. 

And Baba sitting on the steps of our house and crying. The peculiar triangular patterns on the 

steps and that they were partly green because of moss.  I remember not seeing my mother for a 
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long time and thinking to myself she  never left me alone for this l ong.  And I remember lots of 

people who I had never seen before in my life hugging me.  

Then when the house was completely empty I remember us still sitting on the steps. Father and 

son. Silhouetted against the sappy moonlight.  

I was three bu t somehow I r emember all this. When the train slowed down I rummaged through 

my bag and took out a pair of scissors. I caught hold of the plastic packet and starting cutting it. 

The little boy watched me with his curious eyes.  I pay no attention to him.  I continue cu tting 

mysteriously.  

His headphones come off after a while.  

 ɄYou said this is a true story.Ʌ He finally asks.  He wants in.  

Take that technology.  

ɄAbsolutely true. You think grown ups ever lie?Ʌ  

ɄYour father is a superhero?Ʌ  

I nod. He steals a glance  at his snoring father.  I was losing him again.  

ɄYou want to hear the story or not?Ʌ 

The little boy didnɅt seem entirely sure.  But the foodie was back with some oily samosas 

wrapped in a newspaper and he smiled encouragingly.  

ɄNothing like a nice story on a long train journeyɅ he declared.  

 ϥ declined the samosa that he offered me, which seemed to make him even happier. ϥ didnɅt 

need any more invitation.  

 

Ʉϥ was a little younger than him.Ʌ ϥ pointed at the boy, trying to involve him in the story. ɄMy 

mother had died in a car accident. And poor Baba had his hands full trying to take care of me.  

One night ϥ wouldnɅt stop crying.  Baba tried his best but ϥ was really missing Ma and kept on 

whining and s obbing.Ʌ 

They say in the deepest darkest moments of h uman history great heroes are born.   And so it 

was. 

Baba punched two holes on a bright red plastic carry bag.  He put it on his head like a mask. An 

old blue striped single bedsheet doubled up as his cape.  And he started prancing around doing 

weird things . I remember being a bit scared in the beginning, but the cape fluttering in the air 

somehow distracted me and I stopped crying. And when his cape accidentally covered his eyes 

and he stumbled over the sofa comically, I remember I  actually started smiling.   

I was three but I remember this.  

That was the day Plastic Man was born.  

The mall and supermarket boom had already begun and  everything started being packed in 

bright colorful plastic carrybags. Luckily for Plastic Man this meant new masks every week.  Who 

wanted the same old boring getups like Batman and Spiderman day in day out?  Certainly not 

Plastic man. So one week he was a green Pizza joint. One week a white Saree shop. And then a 

navy blue electronics store. Even the color of the capes changed cor respondingly. He must have 

been a designerɅs nightmare, but whenever the world needed saving, which in our life largely 

meant I was scared or sad or being plain difficult, Plastic Man would appear in all his 

mismatched colorful glory.   
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Like most superhero es, even Plastic Man needed a boring alternate identity.  Peter Parker was a 

photographer. Bruce Wayne a businessman. Subir Roy also known as Baba, was an architect and 

a structural engineer. ϥt was our secret. ϥ couldnɅt even tell my closest friends or my loudmouth 

cousins.  Baba said if they got to know I would have to share him with them. And Plastic Man was 

my shiniest toy.  

I was not sharing him with anyone.   

We lived on the ground floor of our building in Jamshedpur. Baba taught me to use windows to 

leave the house. ɄYou never know who is waiting for us outside the doorɅ he used to say. Every 

morning Baba in his boring formal clothes, black attache case in hand would climb out through 

the window. He would then pull me up and through it. We never used the door. He would drop 

me to school in his old Rajdoot motorcycle. When he came back from work he would run straight 

into the bedroom and hide behind the cupboard. My task was to quietly sneak out and latch the 

door. Then panting and out of breath Baba wo uld come out and tell me about his rousing 

adventures for the day.  

Baba was great at spinning stories.  Every day was a different story and he could go on for hours. 

Sometimes, exhausted after a hard day at work, when he used to fall asleep in the middle of the 

story, ϥ would try complete it. ϥ donɅt think my versions would ever make sense but he nodded 

encouragingly, desperately trying to stay awake.   

Like Batman and Robin, we were a team. We even had a halogen light covered with a blue plastic 

wrapper w hich beamed up on our wall, like the Bat signal.  

The train stopped abruptly at the next station. The thin man was off on more food adventures.  

ɄThe oranges of Nagpur are the best. The best. Continue. Continue. DonɅt wait for me. ϥɅll be back.Ʌ 

He smiled s heepishly as he got off.  

It was just the little boy and me. Had he been listening?  

ɄϥtɅs boring. ArenɅt there any fights? Who were the bad guys?  Every superhero has villains.Ʌ   

He suddenly reminded me of that irritating fat boy from my childhood. Why c anɅt ϥ remember his 

name?   

Ʉϥ was coming to thatɅ ϥ replied curtly. 

Well, every superhero does have villains.  

And Plastic ManɅs arch villain was our cat Einstein.  

Baba woke up one day and started pelting poor Einstein with coasters. ϥ donɅt exactly remember 

how or why it started. But soon it became a routine. Our cat suddenly found himself under 

attack everyday by an over excited little kid and a funny looking man in a cape. When Einstei n 

produced a fresh litter,  Baba said that he was fed up with Plastic  Man always winning and was 

spawning his own army.  A smaller mask was made from a small elastic underwear for me and 

together we took on Einstein and his evil kittens. It was a no contest. Einstein stopped coming 

back to our place for months. We left her favorite fish and soya milk cookies out on the porch, 

but I guess he had had enough. In the evil cat world Plastic man and Elastic Boy were legends . 

And Einstein the clever cat that he was didnɅt want to mess with such awesomeness.     
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When he was not busy  fighting evil Plastic Man taught me a great many important things. Like 

how to catch frogs in the rain and how to escape from fat aunts who insisted on pulling your 

cheeks. How to bark like dogs and imitate crows and remember the names of all of JupiterɅs 

moons.  If I refused to have my milk, he would tell me how he got his strength from having fallen 

into a tub of milk as a baby. Since I was scared of injections he always took one just before me 

though he himself was petrified of blood.  Best of all Plast ic Man taught me the secrets of 

teleportation.  Like in Star Trek.  So many times I fell asleep on the sofa and ended up in bed.  

Sadly, this does not work anymore.    

When I was a little more grown up Baba would take me to his construction sites.  He was very 

proud of the buildings he used to build. He had scores of men waiting to his bidding.  One of 

them even made Maggi for me. Baba used to wave his hands like an opera conductor and lines 

of buildings would collapse in a heap. I used to love watching tha t. Baba would turn around and 

wink at me. Only he and I knew Plastic Man was behind that.   

Baba had his detractors though.  A lot of them. They pointed out the number of times he forgot 

to pick me up from school and the fights he got into with my teachers . Others pointed out the 

times he was cheated out of money by his clients who took advantage of his absentmindedness. 

His drinking problem. My aunts fussed about how much we used to eat out. And that though we 

didnɅt have too much money, Baba kept his broken down vintage motorcycles. All fourteen of 

them.  They didnɅt even know about the times that he paid the electricity bill late and we ate by 

candlelight. That and other such things were our secret.  

But when ϥ climbed up and sat on BabaɅs shoulders, my feet dangling far above the ground , I felt 

bulletproof and nearly ten feet tall.  

He used to ruffle my hair in a peculiar manner. It was almost like a question. His way of asking 

ɄDo you love me Abhi? Are you proud of me?Ʌ  

I used to answer by hugging him t ight.  

The last really happy memory I had of Jamshedpur was when I was fourteen. It was Durga Puja. 

Baba and I were sitting on the ledge of an under construction building looking down on the city. 

The sun was setting. It was like one of those heroic still images from the Spiderman or Batman 

movies.   

Baba told me how he would never leave Jamshedpur. Jamshedpur was home. Jamshedpur was 

where his legacy was, where he had built so many houses.  Jamshedpur had all we ever needed.  

ϥ didnɅt realize it then but he was scared of me leaving.  ϥ didnɅt realize it then but my larger than 

life father was actually lonely.  He was eccentric and forgetful and difficult to get along with, 

didnɅt have many friends.  ϥ was what kept him going, what held him together.  

I didnɅt realize all this, because to me he was just my father, my hero.  

He was Plastic Man.  

ɄLife. ϥtɅs incredible you know?  ϥnitially you're overwhelmed. But gradually you realize it's like a 

wave. Resist, and you'll be knocked over. Dive into it, and you'll  swim out the other side.Ʌ  His 

voice sounded deeper and more magical than usual.  

 

I believe that what we become depends on what our fathers teach us at odd moments, when 

they aren't trying to teach us. We are formed by little scraps of wisdom.  
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Baba didnɅt mean for those words to change my life.  Much like me, he was just trying to make 

sense of this overwhelming thing called life.  

But because of those words I left home.  

Because of those words I became a writer.  

All that came much later. At that momen t, perched high up on that ledge, as we looked down at 

the hundreds of people swarming on the streets celebrating Durga Puja, we felt invincible.  

Plastic Man and Elastic Boy.  

The thin man looked at me impressed.  

Ʉϥ didnɅt know you were a writer.Ʌ  

ɄNot there yet. Still trying.Ʌ  

Ʉϥ could make out from the way you were telling the story. You have a way with words. ϥ could tellɅ 

I smiled.  

ɄAny books published yet?Ʌ 

ɄA couple. Not very good though.Ʌ  

ɄKeep trying. ThatɅs what I tell myself everyday. Doors w ill be slammed on your face. But keep 

trying.Ʌ  

I suppressed this overwhelming desire again to ask him if he was an LIC agent.  

Instead I asked, ɄDo you know what kryptonite is?Ʌ   

The little boy shrugged.  

The thin man peeling an orange, shrugged.   

ɄϥtɅs the only thing that makes Superman weak. The only thing he canɅt fight back against.Ʌ  

The thin man bit into a slice of orange and said ɄFor me, thatɅs my wifeɅ  

Ʉϥ donɅt like Superman. ϥ like the Avengers.Ʌ Says the little boy. ϥn his world any sort of weakness 

was unacceptable.  

ϥt was uncanny how much he was reminding me of that fat boy. And he wasnɅt even fat.  

 

ɄThatɅs not the point. I meant to say all superheroes had their own kryptonite. Something that 

makes them weak, leads to their demise.Ʌ ϥ argue on.   

ɄThe Avengers donɅt. Or Spiderman. They can defeat everybody.Ʌ  

Like the plastic packet and the ignored six letter word, I felt deflated.  

 

ϥ was sixteen. ϥ had aced my higher secondary exams and got admission in Saint XavierɅs College 

Kolkata. Arr angements had been made. I would stay in the hostel there.  

Baba came to drop me at the station. It was  very emotional. The first time I was staying away 

from him. There were tears and outbursts.  

It wasn't  by me.   

Baba even found Einstein the cat and got him home to convince me to stay back.  Einstein was 

old and psychotic now. Not having a roof over his head hadnɅt worked out well for him.   
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ɄNot so high and mighty any more is he? We fixed him well and goodɅ ϥ laughed. 

ɄWhat if this whole thing is an act? As soon as he knows Plastic Man and Elastic Boy have 

separated, he might launch a fresh attackɅ countered Baba.   

ɄWell. You know where the blue distress signal is. Anytime you need me just point west and flash 

that light. Elastic Boy will be here in a ji ffy.Ʌ  

We laughed but both of us knew that we were staring at the end of something. We didnɅt know 

what it was then. But something was ending.   

As the train pulled away from the station tears started rolling down BabaɅs cheeks.  ϥn an instant 

he looks sur prisingly old. And alone. An old lonely man and an old lonely cat standing on an old 

lonely platform. The tears wouldnɅt stop.  

The ticket collector looked concerned. Ʉϥs your father going to be ok?Ʌ 

I nodded smiling at him, trying to reassure myself.  

Plastic ManɅs nemesis was not a white tabby cat called Einstein.  

It was me growing up.  

Time. That was the deadliest kryptonite.  

 

The train had settled into a nice comfortable cruising rhythm. The thin man tried to stifle a yawn 

but couldnɅt. ϥ smiled at him and resumed cutting the plastic packet with my scissors.  

 

My initial days in Kolkata were quite lonely. A big city. New people . Everyone was always stepping 

on your toes and going somewhere. Life was nothing like it was back in our Jamshedpur.  Every 

second day I would line up outside the STD booth next to our hostel and talk to Baba.  I would 

tell him about my life. He would tel l me about his. Plastic Man still made sporadic appearances in 

his stories.  

   

I told him about my messy South Indian room mate and my gay English Literature professor. He 

complained no one was building new homes in Jamshedpur and that the new breed of eng ineers 

knew absolutely nothing.  I told him about Olypub in Park Street and having my first drink. He 

complained about one of his precious bikes not working. ϥ told him how ϥ wasnɅt getting enough 

sleep. He complained Ʉthat bastard cat EinsteinɄhad died on  him and he had to bury him in our 

garden.   

ɄEinstein is dead so ϥ am ɄrelativelyɅ sadɅ, he said.  

We laughed.  

I told him about my new job, my demanding girl friend, Dil Chahta Hai and Eden Gardens. Soon 

he stopped complaining and only listened.   

I was brimming with stories. Baba was running out of complaints an d stories that mattered to 

me.  

That year I went back to visit Baba during the Pujas. I found him on a ledge wearing a Plastic 

Mask and cape , doing  heroic poses for a group of kids. He was enjoyin g himself and the kids 

were clapping.   

He saw me through the slits of his ridiculous mask and hastily got off the ledge.  As if I had 

caught him red handed doing something very wrong.  
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My girlfriend had come along with me to see the pujas in Jamshedpur. I  pushed her forward 

awkwardly and introduced her to Baba.    

Plastic Man had faced many deadly adversaries in his glorious crime busting career and he 

always had a great quip or a comeback line. This time he had none.  

For a moment, our  watches refused to keep time.  

ɄYou never told meɅ complained Baba, finally breaking the silence.   

Ʉϥt was meant to be a surpriseɅ 

Both Baba and I looked at each other guiltily.  

Then Baba took off his Plastic packet and hugged her.  

ɄThis is what ϥ look like normally...Not much of an improvement is it?Ʌ 

 My girlfriend smiled.  

 Inside, when I had a moment alone with him, I shook my head and told him off for climbing the 

ledge at his age.  

 ɄThose little buggers insisted.Ʌ Baba said. He wasnɅt the least bit convincing.  

At night we could hear Baba and our maid fighting over sleeping arrangements.  

Our maid was taunting.  

ɄShe will sleep in his room?Ʌ 

ɄOf course not. Where is he going to sleep then?Ʌ Asked Baba.  

My girlfriend smiled at this. But for some reason I had started f eeling a bit embarrassed.  ϥ didnɅt 

know what to talk to Baba about anymore. How many times could you bring up JupiterɅs moons 

in a normal conversation? I had become a version of myself I never thought I would. I had 

become the fat boy. I was slowly turnin g into kryptonite.    

While I hugged him goodbye I promised I would call him over the weekend.  

I got very busy and something came up. Then something else.  

I did not call Baba that Saturday.  Or the next. Or the one after that.  

ϥts not that we didnɅt keep in touch. But I was too caught up and he was too proud and between 

us neither knew how to handle a proper grown up relationship.  

  

Some years later Baba came to visit me in Bombay for the first time.   

I was married by then, had a son, had written three v ery average books of fiction and was hard 

at work on my fourth. Things were not easy. My son had been diagnosed with Eisenmenger 

Syndrome, which basically meant he had a serious heart condition. He needed constant and 

expensive medical care. Both my wife a nd I were working in bank jobs we hated trying to make 

ends meet. Its as if someone had pressed the pause button in our lives. We were crabby, 

irritable, frustrated. Our small little Mathunga flat reflected our struggles but of course Baba was 

oblivious to  all this.  

 

He was just happy to be there. He chatted up everyone. Tried to infect everyone with his 

contagious enthusiasm. From our watchman, right down to the Eureka Forbes guy who came to 

clean the filter.  He tried the hardest with my three year old s on Rohan. He barked like a dog, 

cawed like the crows, drew his funny cartoons.  

But no one had time for him.  Not the Eureka Forbes guy. Not my wife and Rohan. Not even me. I 

think Baba felt lonelier here among all of us in this metropolitan of twenty mill ion people than 

when he was alone back home.   

 

One evening my wife and I came back from work to find Rohan crying. He looked scared, 

miserable. We found Baba wearing a plastic packet on his head and doing funny things with an 

outstretched table cloth. He looked disturbing, deranged.  

Did he always look like this?   

Did I find this amusing when I was a kid?  
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My son keeps on crying.   

Baba sits quietly on a chair, looks really defeated.  

 

After putting my son to sleep that night, my wife made Baba sit down.  She told him a lot of 

things which she shouldnɅt have said. ϥ stood next to him, as if on trial with him.  ϥ knew exactly 

what he was doing, but ϥ didnɅt defend Baba. For someone who wanted to be a writer, ϥ couldnɅt 

come up with a single word to comfort the old man. Or protect him.  

 

I sat next to the window smoking. Frustrated, angry, helpless. Baba came and sat next to me like 

we used to all those years back.  

Plastic Man and Elastic Boy.   

 

We were quiet for a long time before he finally reached somewh ere deep within and spoke.  

ɄDo you love me Abhi?Ʌ 

ɄDonɅt be dramatic Baba. Go sleep.Ʌ  

ɄBut do you still love me? Are you proud of me?Ʌ  

 

He had never actually asked this. I had not asked this of myself in a long time. It was like he 

wanted some sort of v alidation of his life.  

 

ɄϥtɅs not that simple. That shallow overrated word cannot solve everythingɅ.  

Ʉϥt is a nice word. Some people like hearing itɅ Baba said.  

ɄOf course ϥ love you.Ʌ ϥ quickly added.  

It had been raining. The clothes had been brought i nside to dry. As Baba stood up, the lamp 

behind him cast his shadow on the wall. One of the sheets drying on the clothesline looked like 

his cape in the silhouette. Fluttering in the wind.  And for a second I saw him again is all his 

Plastic Man glory.   

He ruffled my hair like he always used to and went off to sleep. The next day he packed his bags 

and went back to Jamshedpur. He never visited us in Bombay again.  

Some weeks later Baba sent me a draft for a sizeable amount of money.  He had sold off his 

beloved vintage motorcycles. All fourteen of them.   

Ʉϥ couldnɅt sleep. ϥ thought ϥ saw the blue light on my wallɅ, he wrote. Ʉϥ thought you needed help.  

Send it back if you donɅt need it. ϥf you do it before the 31st ϥ can still get one or two of those old 

bikes back. P.S: ϥ fired Niva again.  Love. BabaɅ 

The money was just a blip in the amount we needed for RohanɅs treatment. But somehow as ϥ 

stared at the letter, it felt like everything would be all right.  Like a weight had lifted from my 

shoulders.  

In my late teens and early twenties, my father was so ignorant I could hardly stand to have the 

old man around. But now,  I was astonished at how much the old man had learned in the last few 

years. Plastic Man was alive and kicking. Like the normal story arc of  a superhero, he had 

reinvented himself, risen up from the dead in the third act.  

Nothing bad could ever happen on his watch.  

I found myself thinking about the definition of a superhero.  
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We love our superheroes because they refuse to give up on us.  To remind us we are worth 

saving.  We can analyze them out of existence, kill them, ban them, mock them, and still they 

return, patiently reminding us of who we are and what we wish we could be.  

Sometimes superheroes didn't leap tall buildings or stop bullets  with an outstretched hand; they 

didn't wear boots and capes. They bled, and they bruised, and their superpowers were as simple 

as listening, or loving. Behind the masks and capes some Superheroes were ordinary people 

who knew that even if their own lives were impossibly knotted, they could untangle someone 

else's.  

And maybe that one act could lead someone to rescue you right back.  

   

ThatɅs it? Asked the little boy, incredulous.  

ɄThatɅs itɅ ϥ replied, controlling a violent urge to pour the watermelon juice the thin man was 

sipping on the boys head.  

My plastic mask was ready. The thin man tried it on enthusiastically. I could see him making 

faces inside the mask and wanted to tell him that no one could see his facial gestures. .   

ɄWas this like one of those masks that your dad... you know...Ʌ  He smiled when he finally took it 

off.  

 ɄSomething like this. He made them betterɅ. ϥ said as ϥ handed it to the little boy.  

The train stopped at Jamshedpur station.   

Baba would be waiting at the platform. I wond ered if he would be wearing his Plastic Man mask. 

ϥ hope he doesnɅt. ϥ hope he knows by now that he is Plastic Man.  

He doesnɅt need the mask. 

The thin man gave me his card and an awkward hug.  

Ʉϥ knew you were a writer the moment ϥ saw you. Keep at it.  And remember a joke here and 

there never hurtsɅ. 

 And he rushes behind a dosa vendor out onto the platform, like he was on a secret spy mission. 

I looked at the card. Asim Biswas. LIC agent.  

There was one digit missing in the phone number provided.  

The other family heaved and hauled their overstuffed bags and got down.  

I found the plastic mask lying unclaimed on the seat. The boy had left it behind.   

I felt a bit sorry for that poor father. Those heavy bags were the least of his problems.  As he 

disappea red into the crowd I was left wondering. Would he ever be a hero for his son?   

Would I ever be a hero for mine?  

Every kid needs a hero.  

They teach us about courage, about ideals. About life.  
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Most of the times superheroes are easy to spot. But sometime s they turn up in unlikely places. 

Like in the ground floor of an old broken down building next 

to the airport in Jamshedpur.  Wearing a red plastic mask 

which says Bata by choice.   

They need us to believe in them, to make them feel 

invincible.  

But somet imes the rest of us need them more.  

I finally remember th at fat boyɅs name. It was Jojo.  

I wish he was still watching.  

Because on the platform there was an old man waiting for 

his son. His eyesight was very weak now. Yet among those 

thousands of people coming back home for the pujas that 

day on the platform, he would spot his son in an instant.  

That was another of his super powers.  

For this old man on the platform was a superhero.  

                                                THE END 
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A Differe nt Ending  by Piya Sengupta 

 

  

  

ϥ wonɅt write about you. 

It may be autumn again, cheerful and blue  

Azure memories echoing in the crispy air,  

But th is time, ϥ wonɅt write about you. 

   

ϥɅm searching for a panaceaɎ 

Can I ever find one?  

While ϥ walk memoriesɅ dusty lanes, 

 And known faces fade in the sun  

 

But someplace far, far away  

In a city drenched with rains  

 We often fell in mindless love  

 While we  walked these by-gone lanesɎ 

  

My mind bursts with half -said words  

 But ϥ still wonɅt write about you, 

 For somewhere while we were growing up,  

 We have lost our stories too.  

 

It was a strange life in strange times  

Happy scribbles on lifeɅs slate 

It smelled of my motherɅs smile 

And moonlight trapped in plates  

 

Now, there is still a life  

Where itɅs just you and ϥ 

An autumn leaf slowly drifts away  

ϥtɅs not time thatɅs passing by 

 

The sun rises once more where I live   

 Bursting with light in all its glory  

I start writing again with hope,  

ϥ wonɅt end my favourite story. 
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ȭǶǬ- ԛȋǩȄ 
Rashapuli- Sraboni Basu 

I belong to the generation where Durga Pujo 

was fun not only in terms of festivities and no 

porashona  but Durga Pujo meant homemade 

food. The 4 days pf pujo was also a foodie's 

paradise w ith plenty of mouth -watering 

dishes. And then there was Bijoya where in 

lieu of a pronam we would b e served nimki, 

different mishti, ghugni etc. From snacks to 

sweet dishes, Bengali food  has something  to 

offer to all food enthusiasts.  

 

When we grew up the re was no apartment culture like the modern days where the kitchen is 

closed for 4 days and the entire  population of the apartment complex eat at the community 

halls. During our time, I have seen our mothers slaving in the kitchen in anticipation of pujo. 

Getting the special ingredients from the market was very exciting as was the thought of 

preparing new and authentic dishes for the family.  

 

This generation is fast disappearing but good thing is that restaurants like 6th Ballygunje place 

and Bhojohori Man na are fast growing  in Kolkata where you can  go and try out the  real 

authentic Bengali cuisine starting from luchi, aloor torkari, begun bhaja, cholar daal, sandesh, 

shukto, aloo posto, mochar ghonto,  tyangra macher jhol, shorshe ilish, chatni, mishti doi, 

malpua etc.  

Rashapuli is one such dessert that I associate with Durga Pujo since maa  would prepare  it during 

the pujos.  

 

Ingredients  

 

 

¶ 1 coconut (medium size) /1 packet frozen 

coconut  

¶ 250 grams sugar  

¶ 2 liter milk  

¶ 250 grams sooji or semolina  

¶ 4 cardamom (elaichi)  

¶ 2 tablespoon ghee  
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Method  

 

1. Scrap the coconut using a scraper. You can also use frozen grated coconut that is readily 

available in Indian stores.  

2. Boil the milk in a saucepan and allow it to condense over an oven till 2 liters is reduced  to 

1 Â¼ liters, stirring intermittently.  

3. Make a rough paste of scraped coconut and sugar in a mixing bowl.  

4. Add Semolina/sooji to the paste and mix it well  

5. Heat 2 table spoon of ghee in a kadai or deep pan. Add the mix to the Kadai and roast 

the mix till  it turns light brown and sticky. It will take around 15 to 20 minutes.  

6. Take the roasted mix in a dish and make small oval shaped globules while it is still hot. 

Then allow the balls to cool.  

7. Add these balls to the boiling milk along with cardamom. Boil the whole content for 2 -3 

minutes and then take it off the stove.  Enjoy the Rashapuli!  

 

Chilli Chicken / Prawn Fried Rice ɀ Sudatta Bhattacharya Mukherjee  
 

ԛȋǩȄ ǺȄȋǵ ǵԅǵ ǩȄǺȄ, ǵԅǵ ӮȋǱȄ, 

ǶȑȄςǵȄ Ǹ,̎ԛȋǩȄ ǺȄȋǵ ǣȄǠȓȄǳȄǠȓȄ, ǭȄʹǼ 

ȭǳǣȄ, ǢȄǾԝȋǽǼ ǤǑ̎ȭǨȄǬȋǸǽȄȋǱ ԌǤɝȄԛȋǩȄ 

ǺȄȋǵ ǗǺȄǼ ǢȄȋǨ ǞǢǬȄ-ǘ ԛȋǩȄ ȅǨǽ, 

ǗǺȄǼ ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑǼ ԛȋǩȄǑ ȭǨȄǬȋǸǽȄ ȭǲȋǢ 

ǸȑȋǸǽȄ, ǗȋǺȅǼǢȄ-ȭǱ ǗȀȄǼ ǗȋǤ ǖǸȅǴ 

ԛȋǩȄ ǸǽȋǱ ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑǼ ԛȋǩȄ ǨȄȑȄ 

ǸȄȋǼȄȓȄȅǼ ԛȋǩȄ Ȁ̩ ȋǢɝ ȭǱǺǵ ǴȄǼǵȄ 

ȅǨǽǵȄǑ  
ԛȋǩȄǼ ԋ-ȅǱǵ ǺȄȀ ǗȋǤ ȭǲȋǢ ǩȄǺȄ, 

ӮȋǱȄ, ӨȋǽǼ ȅʴǶ, ϥȄȅǧǔ ȭǵǽ-

ǶȄȅǽǾ, ȅǽǶȅ͗Ǣ ȀǸ ȅǢȋǵ ǖȋǶʹȄ 

ǢǼǱȄǺ Ǣǣǵ Ƕ˗ǺȆ ǗȀȋǸ, ǗȅǺ ǸȄǸȄ-ǺȄ ǼǠǵȄ ȭǳǸ ǸǴǺɝȄǵ ȭǲȋǢ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱǵ-ǞǼ ǶȋǲǑ ǗǺǼȄ Ǳǣǵ 

ǸȄǸȄǼ ǧȄǢȅǼ-֨ȋʔ ǸǴǺɝȄȋǵ ǲȄǢǱȄǺ, ǗǺȄǼ ȭǳȋǾǼ ǸȄȅȑ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱȋǵ, ǗǼ ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱǵ ȭǲȋǢ 

ʹȅȑ ȅǺȅǵǬ ԌȋǼ ǗȅǳǱʅԚǼ Ǹȋǽ ǞǢʨ ʈȄȋǺǑ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱȋǵ ǗȀȄǼ ǩϢ Ǻǵ ǨϷǷϷ ǢǼȋǱȄ ǺȁȄǽȓȄǼ ȅǳǵ 
ȭǲȋǢǑ ǸǨȋǼ ȁȄȋǱ ȭǤȄǰȄ ǢȋȓǢǸȄǼ ǗȀǱȄǺ -  ȭǳȄǽ, ǤǼȋǺǼ ӫʨ, ԛȋǩȄǼ ӫʨ,  ȭǶȐǿȋǺǽȄǑ ǱȄǼ Ǻȋϡ 

ԌǤɝȄԛȋǩȄ ȀǸȋǧȋȓ Ǹȑ ǗǢǿɝǰ ȅǨǽǑǧԅǲͫ-Ǽ ȅǳǵ Ӊȋǽ ӫʨ Ƕȑȋǽǘ Ǻȋǵ ǞǢǼȄǾ Ǘǵ̋ ȅǵȋȓ ǸȄȅȑ ǞȋȀ 

ϤȄǤ ͼȅǨȋȓ, Ƕ˗ǺȆ-Ǽ ȅǳǵ ȀǢȄȋǽ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱǵ ǞʺȋʙȀ ǴȋǼ ʙǲȋǺ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱȋǵǼ ǸȄȅȑ ȭǶȐǓȋǨ ȭȀǣȄǵ 
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ȭǲȋǢ ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑ ǧȋǽ ȭǻǱȄǺǑ ȅǱǵȋǾȄ ǸǨȋǼǼ-Ǡ ԚǼȋǵȄ ԛȋǩȄ, ȀȄǼȄ ǸǨǼ ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑȋǱ ȭǢǚ-ǘ 

ǲȄȋǢǵǵȄ, ǢȄǼǰ ǧȄǢȅǼ-֨ȋʔ ȀǢȋǽǘ ǸȄǘȋǼ ǲȄȋǢǵ, ԛȋǩȄǼ ȀǺȓ ȀǢȋǽǘ ӫʨȋǱ ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑȋǱ ǗȋȀǵ, 

ǺȄǺȄ-ǺȄǺȆ, ǺȄȅȀ-ȭǺȋȀȄ, ǹȄǘ-ȭǸȄȋǵǼȄ, ǺȄǺȄǼ ǸȄȅȑ ǤЅǤЅ ǢȋǼǑ ԛȋǩȄǼ ǧȄǼȅǳǵ ȁǘȁǘ ǢȋǼ ȭǢȋǬ ǻȄȓ, 

ȀȄȋǲ ǼǢǺȄȅǼ ǣȄǠȓȄ-ǳȄǠȓȄ, Ȁ̔ǺȆ-ȭǱ ǺȄǨ, ǖ͊ǺȆ-ȭǱ ֟ȅǧ/ ȀȄ֓Ǽ ȅǣӨȅȑ, ǵǸǺȆ-ȭǱ ǺȄǨ, ǳǾǺȆ-ȭǱ 

ǺȄǔȀǑ ǞǨȄȑȄ ǤǼǺ ǼȀȋǤȄ̀Ȅ, ȭǸȄǓȋǳ, ȀǢȄȋǽ ǱǼǢȄȅǼ-֙ȅȑ, ȭǸȄǓȋǳ-֙ȅȑǑ ǸȆǼ֗ȋǺǼ ӝǸ ǩǵȅʙȓ ǣȄǸȄǼ ֙ȅȑ, 

ȭǻȋǢȄȋǵȄ ȅǢӫ ȅǳȋȓǘ ֙ȅȑ ȭǣȋǱ ǶȄȋǼ Ǹȋǽ ʙǧȅǽǱ ǢǲȄ ǗȋǨǑ ǼȄȅʔȋǸǽȄ-ȭǱ ȅǼʺȄ ǢȋǼ ϣȄȋ̃ȋǽ ϣȄȋ̃ȋǽ 

ǭȄʹǼ ȭǳȋǣ ȀǸȄǘ ȅǺȋǽ ǸȄǘȋǼ ȭǢȄȋǵȄ ȭǼӍȋǼȋ̀ ȭǣȋȓ ȅǷǼǱȄǺǑ Ǳǣǵ ǾȄȅ̇ȅǵȋǢǱȋǵ ȭǸȅǾ ȭǼӍȋǼ̀ ȅǨǽǵȄǑ 
ǾȄǽ-ǸȆȅǲ ǞǸǔ ǥȋǼ-ǸȄǘȋǼ Ǟǘ ԋȋǬȄ ȭǼӍȋǼ̀ ȅǨȋǽȄǑ ȭȀǣȄȋǵ ӝǸ-ǘ ȅǽȅǺȋǬǮ ǢȋȓǢ-ǬȄ ȭǺԑ ǩǵȅʙȓ 

ȅǨȋǽȄǑ ǱȄǼ Ǻȋϡ ǖϢ ǖȋǵǢ ǣȄǸȄȋǼǼ ȀȄȋǲ ʚȄȋȓǮ-ǼȄǘȀ ǞǸǔ ȅǧȅǽ-ȅǧȋǢǵ ӝǸ ȭǣǱȄǺ ǗǺǼȄǑ ԛȋǩȄǼ 

ӗȅǱ-ȭǱ Ǟǘ ԋȋǬȄ ȭǼȅȀȅǶ ȭǾȓȄǼ ǢǼǽȄǺ ȀǢȋǽǼ ȀȄȋǲǑ ǢȋǼ ȭǳǣȋǸǵ ǻȅǳ ǹȄȋǽȄ ǽȄȋǤǑ 

ʙϻ ʚȄȋȓǮ-ǼȄǘȀ 

ǚǶǢǼǰ

 

¶ ș ǢȄЁ ǸȄȀǺǱȆ ǧȄȋǽǼ ǹȄǱ ǸȄȅǵȋȓ ǼȄǣȄ (ǹȄǱ-ǬȄ ǗȋǤǼ ȅǳǵ ǸȄȅǵȋȓ ǼȄǣȄ ǲȄǢȋǽ ǹȄȋǽȄ ȁȓ),  

¶ ș ǬȄ  ȭǨȄȋǬȄ ȭвȓȄǩ Ȁξ ǢȋǼ ǢȄǬȄ 

¶ Ǽ֧ǵ-ʹ ȅǧ ș/Ț ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ș/Ț ǬȄ ǢʅȄЁȅȀǢȄǺ-ʹ ȅǧ 

¶ ȚȭǬȄ ȅǮǺ ȭǹȋǩ ȭǨȄȋǬȄ ȭǨȄȋǬȄ ǢȋǼ ȭǢȋǬ ȭǵǠȓȄ, 

¶ ș ǢȄЁ ȅǧǔȅȑ ǺȄǨ ԑǵ ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ ȅǳȋȓ ǹȄǩȄ 

¶ ȭвȓȄǩǢȅǽ-ʹ ȅǧ Ȝ ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ,  

¶ Ȁȓ-ȀЋ ț ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ȀȄǳȄ-ȭǱǽ Ȝ ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ԑǵ Ǡ ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ ϖȄǳ-ǖԑǻȄȓȆǑ  

ʙǰȄǽȆ
 

ʙǲȋǺ ǢȑȄǘ-ȭǱ ȀȄǳȄ-ȭǱǽ ȅǳȋȓ ǱȄǼǺȋϡ Ǽ֧ǵ-ʹ ȅǧ ȅǳȋȓ ȁȄǽǢȄ ǵȄȑȄǧȄȑȄ ǢȋǼ ȭвȓȄǩ ȅǳȋȓ ǹȄǩȋǱ ȁȋǸǑ ȭвȓȄǩ ǸȄǳȄȅǺ Ǹǰɝ 

ȁȋǽ ǱȄȋǱ ǞȋǢ ǞȋǢ ǢʅȄЁȅȀǢȄǺ, ǶȅǼǺȄǰ ǺȋǱȄ ԑǵ ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ ȅǳȋȓ ǗȋǤ ȭǲȋǢ ȭǹȋǩ ǼȄǣȄ ȅǧǔȅȑ ǺȄǨ ǞǸǔ Ȁȓ-ȀЋ ȅǳȋȓ 

ǵȄȑȄǧȄȑȄ ǢǼȋǱ ȁȋǸ 



  

 

 69 

ǞǸȄǼ ǗȋǤ ȭǲȋǢ ǸȄȅǵȋȓ ǼȄǣȄ ǹȄǱ ȅǳȋȓ ȀǸȅǢӫ ǞǢȀȄȋǲ ȅǺȅǾȋȓ ǹȄǩȄ ȅǮǺ Ǡ ȭвȓȄǩǢȅǽ Ǩȅȑȋȓ ǤǼǺ ǤǼǺ 
ǶȅǼȋǸǾǵ ǢξǵǑ  

ȅǧȅǽ-ȅǧȋǢǵ 

  ǚǶǢǼǰ       ȭʈȅǹ-Ǽ ǚǶǢǼǰ 

ϥȄȅǼȋǵǾǵ: ȅǧȋǢǵ (ȭǸȄǵ-ȭǽȀ/ȭǸȄǵ-ȀȋǺǱ) Ț ǶȄǚ̃ 

¶ ǗǳȄ-Ǽ֧ǵǸȄǬȄ ș-ș/Ț ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ Ȁȓ-ȀЋ ș ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ȅǧȅǽ-ȀЋ ș ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ԑǵ ș ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ș ǬȄ ȅǮǺ 

¶ ș ǬȄ ȭǽ֓Ǽ ǼȀ 

¶ Ǣǵɝ̛ȄǠȓȄǼ Ȟ ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧǑ  

ȀǸȅǢӫ ǞǢȀȄȋǲ ǺȄȅǣȋȓ ȜȘ/Ȝȝ ȅǺȅǵǬ ȭǼȋǣ ȅǳȋǱ ȁȋǸǑ  

                                        

 

 

 

 

¶ ș ǬȄ Ǹȑ ȭвȓȄǩ ӼȋǺȄ ӼȋǺȄ ǢȋǼ ǢȄǬȄ 

¶ ǬȄ Ǹȑ ǢʅȄЁȅȀǢȄǺ ӼȋǺȄ ӼȋǺȄ ǢȋǼ ǢȄǬȄ 

¶ ȅǧȅǽ-ȀЋ Ț ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ Ȁȓ-ȀЋ Ț ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ǬȋǺȋǬȄ-ȀЋ ț ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ǢȄǓǧȄ-ǽˆȄ ȭǧǼȄ ȝ/Ȟ ǬȄ 

¶ ȭǤȄǬȄ-ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ ș/Ț ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ Ǽ֧ǵ-ʹ ȅǧ ș ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ȭвȓȄǩ Ǣȅǽ Ȝ ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ ș ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ 

¶ ȅǧȅǵ ș/Ț ǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ, ԑǵ ϖȄǳ-ǖԑǻȄȓȆ 

¶ ȅǮЁ-ʚȄǘ ǞǼ ǩϢ ǶȅǼǺȄǰ-ǺȋǱȄ ȀȄǳȄ-ȭǱǽ Ǡ 

ǼȄ̏ȄǼ ǩϢ ȀȄǳȄ-ȭǱǽ ț ȭǬȅǸǽ-ǧȄǺǧǑ

ʙǰȄǽȆ
 

ʙǲȋǺ ȅǧȋǢǵ ȅǮǶ-ʚȄǘ ǢȋǼ ȅǵȋǱ ȁȋǸ ǤȄȒ ǸȄǳȄȅǺ ȁǠȓȄ ǖǸȅǴǑ  

ǞǸȄǼ ȭǱȋǽ ȭǤȄǬȄ-ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ Ǡ Ǽ֧ǵ-ʹ ȅǧ ȅǳȋȓ ȁȄǽǢȄ ȭǵȋȑ ǱȄȋǱ ȭвȓȄǩ Ǡ ǢʅȄЁȅȀǢȄǺ ȅǳȋȓ ȁȄǽǢȄ ǸȄǳȄǺȆ ǢȋǼ ȭǹȋǩ ȅǧȅǽ-

ȀЋ, Ȁȓ-ȀЋ, ǬȋǺȋǬȄ-ȀЋ, ԑǵ ϖȄǳ-ǺȋǱȄ, ȅǧȅǵ Ǡ ȭǤȄǽǺȅǼǧ ȅǳȋȓ ǵȄȑȄǧȄȑȄ ǢȋǼ ǹȄǩȄ ȅǧȋǢǵ ȅǳȋȓ ǖ  ̼Гȋǧ ȝ/Ȟ ȅǺȅǵǬ ȭǯȋǢ 

ȭǼȋǣ ȅǳȋǱ ȁȋǸǑǞǸȄǼ ǯȄǢǵȄ ӝȋǽ ǢȄǓǧȄ-ǽˆȄ ǞǸǔ șǧȄ-ǧȄǺǧ Ǣǵɝ̛ȄǠȓȄǼ ǖ  ̼ǩȋǽ ͼȋǽ ȅǳȋȓ ȅǳȋǱ ȁȋǸǑԝȋǬ ǚǭȋǽ 

ȭвȓȄǩǢȅǽ Ǩȅȑȋȓ ǤǼǺ ǤǼǺ ʚȄȋȓǮ-ǼȄǘȀ ǞǼ ȀȄȋǲ ǶȅǼȋǸǾǵ ǢξǵǑ 
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Maasor Tenga (Tangy Fish Curry)  -Snigdha Laskar  

 

Maasor Tenga (Tangy Fish Curry) is a light and tangy 

dish, and is one of Assam's signature preparations.  The 

key ingredient in a  tenga  (sour) is the use of a souring 

agent which le nds the dish a tart tangy taste.  

There are wide variety of souring agents that can be use 

to prepare this dish, ranging from the commonly 

available lemon, tomatoes or sour spinach or thekera 

(garcinia pendunculata).  

 

Ingredients

 

¶ 6-8 pieces of river fish, preferable Rohu  

¶ 3 ripe tomatoes, chopped  

¶ 1 small potato boiled cut in pieces  

¶ ½   tsp fenugreek seeds  

¶ 1 small onion chopped  

¶ 1 1/2  tsp ginger -garlic paste  

¶ 1 tsp cumin powder  & 1 tsp turmeric powder  

¶ 1-2 green chili or dry red chili     2 tsp lemon juice or as per taste  

¶ 1   Extra mustard oil to fry the fish  

¶  3 tablespoon chopped coriander  

¶   Salt according to taste  

 

Method  

 

Sprinkle the fish pieces wit h half a teaspoon of the turmeric powder and salt and leave to 

marinate for twenty minutes.  

Heat oil in a deep pan set over medium heat and fry the fish until lightly browned   and just      

cooked through, keep aside.  Heat one tablespoon mustard oil in a s eparate pan. Tip in the 

fenugreek seeds till it splatters.  

Add the green chilies and chopped onions, fry until it turns light brown. Now add turmeric 

powder and cumin powder and ginger - garlic paste followed by the chopped tomatoes and 

boiled potato. Stir well and cook until the tomatoes have started to mushy and release their 

liquid.  

Add salt and stir well. Gently slide in the fried fish pieces. Add water and lemon juice, cover it and 

simmer for ten minutes.  Reduce heat and remove the cover, boil it for an other 5 mins.  

 

Garnish with chopped coriander and turn off the heat,  now serve with some steamed rice.  
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Colorado Songwala wishes you 

Shubho Bijoya. 

 

Keep beating to the rhythm of life. 
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www.milonee.net


